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The Great Escape 


Author's Notes: 

There was a story, an article which I'm trying to dig up in my collection, that the band took a vacation in Far 
North Queensland at the start of one of their early tours. 

This is my twist on of what happened. There will be laughter, sadness and a whole lot of love (and yeah the 
odd bit of hot and heavy sex’). 

It will also be a little travelogue for my part of the world, so | hope | do it justice and it entices you to come 


visit us. 


PS.I'll try to post weekly :0). PPS check out the Juicy Pinterest board for the pics that go with this one. 


"I told you, you should have taken that last turn, man!" Richie grumbled. 


"I know, | know! I'm still getting used to driving on the wrong side. Gimme a break, okay?" Jon grumbled back at 


him. 


Jon had taken the wheel of their rental car; a cruisy little red soft-top Suzuki. He chose red because the guy 


at the rental office told them "red goes faster" and Jon wanted to get away fast. 
The plane had had technical issues on the way north along the Queensland coastline; too far past Brisbane, the 
capital city, and the plane was too big for any of the regional airports, so they carried on up to Cairns, the 


next major international airport that could take them. 


Jon took it as a sign and convinced their tour manager to let him off the plane, credit cards and passport in 


hand, to have a short break from the rigors of the almost twelve months of solid touring. 

"Cmon Rich, itll be fun! Let's take the time to explore Australia for a change. We haven't been this far north 
in about five years, or whenever we were here last. | cant remember-" Jon pleaded with his best friend. 
"Remember when we took that week off before starting the tour the last time? It was stunning; the white 


sand, cold drinks and beautiful girls- c'mon, please?" 


Richie thought Jon looked adorably excited, as much as a kid would meeting Santa or his favourite superhero. 


His resolve, along with his heart, melted as he looked into the crystal blue eyes. 


"Yeah, okay. Just let me get my stuff together. Go tell Paul what's happening, okay?" Richie said, stuffing his 
belongings into his leather carry-all as Jon whooped in happiness and left to find Paul. 


"So you're going with him, Rich?" David popped his head over the back of the seat. 
"Yeah someone's gotta look out for him, | guess?" Richie said. "I'll keep him from getting into too much trouble." 
"Uh huh?" David said skeptically. "And who's gonna keep you from getting into trouble, huh?" 


Richie snorted, "We'll be fine, Lema. Besides, how much trouble can we get into in two weeks? I'll call when | 


can. 
"Good luck, manl!" 


He heard an angry bellow from the back of the cabin. "If you two aren't back on a plane in two weeks, l'm 


sending out a search party! You hear me?" 


"We hear you, Paull The whole airport can hear youl" Jon yelled back as he almost ran down the aisle, snagging 
Richie's arm on the way through. 


"Why do they get to have all the fun?" Richie heard David whine to Paul as he was being pulled down the steps 


and into the humid sunshine. 


Richie watched Jon sweet talk their way back through immigration, taking the proffered phone number as they 
were given the green light to officially enter back into the country. 


"Are you gonna keep that?" Richie asked as they walked away, oblivious to the curious stares thrown their 


way. 
Jon turned and grinned. "Maybe, | don't know yet. Look, there's the rental place." 


Richie stood to the side as Jon negotiated, or hell you might say flirted, with the guy behind the counter. He 
waved away all the luxury cars on offer and opted for the little Suzuki, something fun and carefree; normal. 
They were given maps and advice on where to go to get the most of their adventure. In return for the 
excellent customer service and the promise of keeping their adventure under wraps, Jon and Richie signed a 
few autographs for the guy and left him behind with a similar look in his eyes as the woman at the 


immigration desk. 


Jon's latent appeal to both sexes was impressive and he knew how to work it to his advantage. When Jon 
turned his full attention to the person in front of him, it was like the rest of the world melted away and 
ceased to exist. Richie was not immune to it either. He could have sworn on numerous occasions in the past 
that he could see in Jon's eyes a battle- to resist or give in to the temptation to take things to another level, 


a level of their relationship that neither of them were quite sure of what the implications would be. 


When they got in the car and started out of the car park, Richie turned to Jon and said, "Hey Jon? We left 
most of our luggage on the plane, we need some supplies, man. Let's head into the city and see what's around. 


Its still early in the morning." 

"Sure! We're as free as the wind, Rich. We can do whatever we want, whenever we want," Jon smiled. 
Following the signs to the city, they parked the car and wandered through the streets unnoticed. They 
purchased a few grocery items, sunscreen and extra summer clothes and hats- a cheap but stylish straw 


cowboy hat for Jon and a cap with a cheesy made-for-tourists slogan for Richie. 


After paying for their items, they firmly placed the hats on their heads and walked out the door. With those 


and the two days worth of scruff, they were fairly unrecognisable. 


After a quick lunch break at a local bar, Richie spied a music store as they made their way back to the car. 


He hooked Jon by the shirt and dragged him into the air-conditioned store. 

The older guy behind the counter had long grey hair and was wearing a tie-dyed sleeveless shirt, shorts and a 
pairs of well-loved Jerusalem sandals. He greeted Richie and Jon with a "G'day fellas" as they headed straight 
to the guitars. 

"Do you mind if we try these out?" Richie asked, pointing to the rows of shiny musical instruments. 


"Sure, mate, just put ‘em back where you found ‘em and it'll all be sweet," the older man said. 


"What's with the sign?" Jon asked, pointing to the sign above the guy's head. It read: “There IS other music 


besides Stairway To Heaven!" 
"Love the original, but fuck me dead if every fuckwit comes in here and tries to play it," the guy said. 


They tried almost every guitar until they found what they wanted. They played bits and pieces of songs, their 


own as well as some of the classics. They made their final decisions and headed back to the front desk. 


"You fellas know your stuff, hey?" he nodded in appreciation. "You should be in a band! The local groups are 


always looking for new guitarists." 

“Thanks, man, but we're travelling south," Richie said, reaching for his wallet. 

"Is that right?" the old man said. "You backpacking? Looking for work? There's a guy near Bowen, south of here, 
looking for fruit pickers if you're interested. He's a mate of mire. Tell ‘im | sent ya" He handed Richie a store 


business card with a name and address written on the back. 


"Thanks, man, we'll check it out.” Richie smiled and handed over his credit card for the two guitars. "You've got 
a great store, by the way." 


"Thanks, mate. You boys stay safe on the roads, okay? You Americans have a funny way of driving on the 
wrong side of the road" He chortled away at his own joke. 


They said their goodbyes and walked the rest of the way back to the car. They didn't hear the old guy 
exclaim, "Well fuck me dead!" when he saw the extra bit Richie had added into the total on the credit card slip. 


"You didn't have to pay for both, Rich." Jon said. 


"| know, but you paid for the car. Besides," Richie continued, "you looked like a kid meeting Santa on the plane, so 
it's my early Christmas present to you." 


"Thanks, man." 
"So what's the plan for this adventure?" Richie asked as they packed their purchases into the back of the car. 


"No plan, just follow the road south for two weeks,” Jon said, climbing into the driver's seat and buckling up. 
"We'll just stop when we feel like stopping." 


If | remember right, Mission Beach was a nice spot. White sand and blue water." Richie was looking at the map, 
taking on the role of navigator. He pointed to the spot on the coastline. "It's close to here. Maybe two hours?" 


"Let's go then!" Jon put the car in gear and pulled out into traffic. 


They negotiated their way out of the small city and headed south along the main highway passing sugarcane 


and banana farms. Just over a couple of hours later they were turning off the highway and following the signs 


east to the coast. 

As the road broke through the tropical rainforest they were greeted with a breathtaking vista that was 
picture postcard spectacular. The emerald green of the rainforest sat right at the edge of the white sands; 
the blue of the sky only matched the brilliance of Jon's eyes in Richie's opinion 

"This is awesome," Richie said, stunned by the beauty of the place. 


"C'mon, let's find somewhere to stay for a night or two." Jon suggested. 


The First Kiss 


Mission Beach Day | 


They drove around the township and after being told a lot of places were fully booked, they found a little bed 
and breakfast with the rainforest on one side and the beach at the front. It was tucked away at the south end 
of the township and they would never have found if they hadn't taken a wrong turn 


"We do have one room available, but its a queen bed. You boys are welcome to have it, if you don't mind 
sharing the bed. You're both too tall for the loveseat that's in there, to sleep on that," the owner said. The 


small woman watched as they looked at each other and shrugged. 
"That's fine. We've done it before," Richie said to her with a smile. 


"Well that's settled then. Just sign the register please," she indicated to the book in front of her. "Now do you 


boys have any special food requirements for breakfast?" 
"No matam, we'll eat most foods," Jon said, handing over his credit card. 


"Good, then breakfast starts at 8:00 am up on the verandah. The local pub down the road has the best 
counter meals for dinner, if you want a sit down meal. Otherwise the fish and chips shop is your best bet for 


a quick takeaway meal," she advised, then motioning for them to follow her, she led them to their room. 
"Welcome to the Settle Inn, boys," she said as she opened the door. 

The suite was on the grourd floor of the large weatherboard house. The wide verandah circling the upstairs 
level protected the room from the harsh sun. The door on the opposite wall lead out to the tropical gardens 


and a well worn track meandered down to the beach. The ensuite was tucked into a small alcove. 


"Oh just one thing, boys," said the owner from the doorway. "If you are going to swim down at the beach, 
we've got an enclosure set up to keep the stingers out, but take the vinegar at the door there just in case." 


"Stingers?" Jon asked. 

"Blue bottle jellyfish. They'll give you a nasty welt and sting like the blue blazes. But they're not fatal. Douse 
yourself with the vinegar, then pick off the tentacles to stop the sting." With that piece of information, she 
shut the door on their bemused faces. 


Richie threw himself down on the bed and closed his eyes. "So what are we going to do now?" 


Richie watched through slitted eyes as Jon went to the sliding door to the tropical gardens and opened it to let 
in the sea breeze. He breathed deeply enjoying the salty air that carried the soothing crash of the waves. He 


turned back into the room and flicked Richie's legs off the bed 


"Cmon man, let's hit the beach." He stripped off his shirt and changed his long pants for a pair of boardshorts 


that sat enticingly low on his narrow hips. 


Richie sat on the side of the bed and watched Jon as he slathered himself in sunscreen. An uncomfortable 
heat sat low in his stomach as his best friend's muscles became slick under his hands. Richie pulled his bag 
onto his lap and started searching for some cooler clothes to change into when the bottle of lotion was shoved 


under his nose. He looked up and arched his eyebrow in a silent question 
"Do my back?" Jon asked. "Please?" he added after Richie made no attempt to move initially. 


With a sigh and a smirk, Richie took the bottle and squirted some into his hand. He hesitated slightly before 
laying his hands on Jon's bare back and worked the lotion over the smooth expanse. He felt the muscles 


beneath his fingers start to relax as he worked his fingers into Jon's shoulders. 


"Damn! That feels good, Rich, but don't forget the rest of me," Jon chuckled as he leaned over the arm of the 
couch presenting his slim hips and ass, his shorts revealing the dip between his ass cheeks. In response to 
Jon's sassy comment, he squirted a generous amount low on his back making Jon yelp in surprise, "Shit! That's 


cold! Did you use the whole bottle?" 


"Don't be a baby. You don't want to get sunburnt on the first day, right? Besides, knowing you, you'll get your 


revenge when you do my back, right?" 


"You know | will, so hurry up!" Jon said, straightening his back as he stood up and grinned over his shoulder at 


the brunette. "Get changed already, will ya? | want hit the water!" 


"Yeah, yeah-" Richie grabbed his shorts from his bag. "Gimme a minute." He headed to the bathroom, quickly 
shucking his clothes before pulling on his boardshorts, leaving his clothes on the floor. "You can do my back 


now; get your revenge while you can, my friend.” 


"Lie down on the bed then. It was a killer leaning on the couch." Jon turned from the door and pointed to the 
bed. 


Richie did as he was told, his head resting on his folded arms in front of him, his gaze drawn out through the 
glass door to the sparkling blue of the Pacific Ocean. He felt Jon climb on the bed beside him. 


"What the fuck, man? Why are you sitting on me?" Richie exclaimed when Jon threw his leg over his thighs. 
| couldn't reach your left side" Jon shrugged. Richie felt his own body was press into the mattress. "Now 


move your hair otherwise itll get stuck in the cream when | do your shoulders." He felt Jon start to brush 


his hair from his neck before he scooped it up himself. 


The heat low in his belly just curled a lazy tendril toward the base of his spine. Richie tried to ignore the 
residual heat Jon's fingers were leaving across his back as he smoothed on the zinc-based cream, the way 


Jon's thighs squeezed his slightly, and the way his body nestled comfortably against Richie's ass cheeks. 


Jon's hands ran down his back and stopped at the fabric of his shorts, lingering there before spreading his 
fingers toward the outside of Richie's hips. They then slipped slowly back up toward his shoulders, his thumbs 
grazing his spine on their upward travels. Richie felt that curl in his stomach follow the pathway Jon's thumbs 
were making. He buried his face in the crook of his arm and groaned softly. 


"You like that?" Jon asked as he repeated the actions, the subtle difference in intentions being transmitted 


through his touch 
"Yeah. | didn't realise | was that tense," he replied "That spot on the left was the worst" 
"This one?" Jon found the knot of muscle 

"Ah fuck, yeah that one!" he yelped, bucking his body away from the pain 


Richie couldn't see Jon grin at the movement he'd caused, pushing his ass up against Jon's body. Richie started 
to mindlessly drift as he felt Jon's fingers follow the knot, alternating between painfully hard and soothingly 
gentle. The early morning start, smell of the tropics and the sound of the surf lulling him into a light doze, he 
didn't notice when Jon's fingers occasionally slipped beneath the waistband of his shorts. He did, however, rouse 
himself when Jon reached beneath him and found the tie to his shorts to loosen and then pull them down over 


his ass. 


"Hey! What the fuck are you doing, Jonny?" Richie yelped over his shoulder to the weight that was still pinning 
him to the bed. 


| need to get to your ass, Rich," he stated simply. 


"Why? What the fuck do you want my ass for?" Richie protested. He was still a little foggy from the micro- 
sleep he'd just had. 


‘Oh just lie still, ya big baby," Jon pushed his shoulder back down to the bed. "Ive almost got that knot out, 
that's why. Besides I've seen your ass more times than you've seen it. Its a fine ass, Rich. It feels as good as 
it looks!" 


As if to prove his point, he felt Jon rub his hands over each cheek. He wasn't quite sure but it felt as though 
Jon let his fingers purposely linger a little longer than necessary before finally finishing working on the knot. 
Richie kept his gaze and mind firmly on the view through the glass door in front of him in an effort to keep 
his thoughts away from the feeling of Jon's semi aroused body so close to his most vulnerable area. He was 


brought out of his thoughts with a sharp slap to his ass. 


"There ya go, man. You can thank me later," Jon said as he climbed off Richie's thighs and then the bed before 
heading quickly for the door, throwing over his shoulder, "I'll see you down at the beach. Bring the vinegar!" 


Richie watched as Jon took off at a jog across to the beach track and disappeared through the greenery. He 
was left lying on the bed, his ass half exposed and a burgeoning hard-on pressing into the mattress. He 
gingerly rolled over and sat up, facing away from the door as he willed his body to behave itself. When he had 
calmed himself enough to redress, he tied the cord of his shorts, grabbed the bottle of vinegar, closed the 
door behind him and headed toward the patch of blue visible through the apex of the trees. 


When he broke through to the beach, Jon was already in the water. The beach was protected from the 
northern tip of the cove and a rectangular construction bobbed in the gentle waves and rose up onto the 
beach to the high tide mark in the sand. He assumed that this was the stingers net, similar to the shark nets 
that he'd heard about. A sign was erected in the sand warning of the dangers of the variety of sea creatures 
but took nothing away from the sheer beauty of the deserted expanse of sand, blue sky and the blonde singer 


that waved to him from the water. 


Richie left the vinegar on the sand near Jon's hat, his own sitting on the neck of the bottle before he walked 


out into the water. It was cool and clear, a refreshing change to the humidity of the air around them. 
"How awesome is this?" Jon yelled and threw his arms up in delight, splashing Richie with cool water. 
"Hey! That's cold!" 


"Pussy! Just get in already, will ya?" Jon laughed and flicked more water his way. "What's with you today 


anyway, man?" 
"What do you mean?" Richie asked, slowly making his way into deeper water. 


"You just seem a little out of sorts, is all" Jon peered out from under his hand that shielded his eyes from 
the sun. 


Richie ducked under the water before answering him. It gave him a brief respite from the considering gaze 
from Jon. He swam a few strokes across the enclosure before turning back to Jon and replied, "I'm all good 


man, just a bit tired | guess. | was expecting to be sleeping about now, on a plane heading back home." 


"Yeah- l'm sorry about that, but | just needed to get out, to feel free, before the machine took over again” 
Jon had the good sense to look sheepishly at Richie when he spoke next. "Do you forgive me?" 


"Aww hell how could | not, when we're in the closest place to paradise," Richie indicated to the beach behind 


him. "But I'm still going to make you pay!" 


He quickly duck-dived under the water and made a lunge for Jon's legs, who yelped in surprise before sinking 
beneath the waves. They both bobbed up for air as their inner children appeared and they wrestled amongst 


the white caps, bellows of laughter swallowed up with the waves. 


"Gotcha!" Richie crowed when he eventually bested Jon and grabbed him from behind, sunscreen and water 


making their skin slippery. His arms locked into a strong band of muscles around Jon's arms and chest. 

Jon smiled over his shoulder and said with a shy smile, "Yeah- yeah ya do." 

They stood there, locked in an embrace involving arms and eyes, as the waves buffeted their bodies together 
over and over in nature's rhythm. Richie felt that deliciously uncomfortable tendril wind further around his 
spine as he held Jon close. 

"What are ya gonna do with me?" Jon whispered. 


Richie didn't answer. The feeling of Jon's body pressed close to his was mesmerising and arousing. 


"You know you don't have to hold me so tight. I'm not going anywhere." Jon continued, his hand held lightly over 
Richie's. 


Richie forced his mind to loosen his fingers, but he still kept his arms around Jon He wasn't sure why but it 
felt too right to let go just yet. The Aristotle quote floated, unbidden, through his mind, "Love is composed of 
a single soul, inhabiting two bodies." 


Jon turned to face him when his hold loosened, and looked into Richie's eyes. There was a questioning look as he 
brought his hand up to cup Richie's cheek. 


"Wh- what are you doing, Jonny?" Richie managed to make his dry throat work enough to ask the question 


"Something | should have done a long time ago," he said, curling his fingers into the brunette's wet hair and 


bringing their faces closer. 


The First Time 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you to the beautiful Miz E for her wonderful support and for not tearing her hair out at my atrocious 


grammar. Love ya bunches, kiddo! Jxxx 


Mission Beach Day | - part 2 


Richie felt frozen in time as the feel of Jon's lips meeting his slowly registered. He felt the slide of Jon's 
bottom lip over his as that tendril around his spine grew and blossomed throughout his body, like a vine 
sending out new shoots. He wanted morel! It was like the first buzz from the first sip of a drink or the first 
shot of a drug. He'd found his new addiction. He was about to deepen the kiss when a wave pushed them off 


their feet and they tumbled into the water, the moment lost. 


Regaining his footing he stood upright to see Jon doing the same, pushing water and wet hair back off his 
upturned face. Richie's thoughts were tumbling around in his head like the waves on the sand. He started 
wading through the water to the shore and sat down where he'd left his hat and sunglasses. He rested his 
arms on his knees, his head dropping forward between them as he sorted through what had just happened. He 
was lost in thought when Jon came and sat down beside him. 


"Rich? Are you okay?" Jon asked. 

Richie could feel the drips from Jon's hair on his shoulder and running down his arm. He realised at that 
moment that Jon has always been right there beside him from the day they met. They were very rarely 
more than an arm's reach from each other when they were just hanging out or working in the studio. Even 
when they were on stage, they both gravitated to each other often He turned his head to look at Jon and 


nodded, a wry smile on his lips. 


"You're determined to throw me off course, aren't you, Jonny?" he said just loud enough to be heard over the 


breeze. 
"What do you mean?" Jon asked. 


"You wanna tell me what's going on here? Don't play me for a fool, Jon" He lay back on the sand and threw his 


arm over his forehead, looking up at the sky. 
"Give me some credit, Rich!" Jon bit back at him. 


Richie rolled his head to give Jon the briefest of glances before going back to studying the sky. His eyes, like 


his mind, were unable to focus on anything tangible. 


"You know-" Jon said, "you know | would never do that to youl” 
"Then why? Why here; why now?" Richie asked. Then after a moment, "Why kiss me?" he whispered. 


"| never planned-" he took a deep calming breath before continuing, "| never planned this as anything more than 


a getaway from the craziness for a few days. Exactly what | told you earlier." 


Richie just kept looking at the sky as the moment in the water replayed in his mind's eye. He didn't respond to 


Jon's statement; he could tell he had more to say. 


"l- | didn't- ah fuck," Jon swore and lay down beside Richie, mirroring his body. "Rich, can you look at me 


please?" 


Richie turned his head to see Jon's earnest blue eyes watching him. He watched as Jon nervously bit his 
bottom lip. Richie wanted to reach out and soothe it. 


"Rich-" Jon started again. "| didn't plan to fall in love with you either, but | did! And I'm glad I've got you here, 
with no distractions, to be able to tell you." Jon pushed up to rest his head on his crooked arm, looked down at 


Richie, and waited. 


Richie felt his world tilt off its axis briefly at Jon's confession. "How long?" Richie asked, his heart thumping 
erratically within his ribcage. "How long have you felt this way?" 


"Ha, it feels like forever now," Jon quietly scoffed at himself. "lve been trying to work up the courage to tell 
you for about a year now. So when the plane had to stop this morning, | took it as a sign and ran with it" 


‘Serendipity-" Richie clarified. "Its serendipity when things happen by accident for a positive outcome." 

A year?! Why hadn't he taken notice of it earlier, he questioned himself mentally. Probably because he was so 
mindful of not letting his own growing feelings show as well. Something, fate maybe, had made him say yes to 
Jon's hair-brained scheme this morning, so he might as well jump in with both feet. 

"Jonny?" Richie broke the silence between them. 

"Hmm?" 

He rolled over on his side to face Jon. They were less than a hand span apart. Richie licked his bottom lip 
nervously and reached for Jon's face. "It's serendipity, Jonny," he repeated, as he leaned forward to take Jon's 


bite-swollen lips with his. 


He kissed Jon gently, slowly, pinpointing the exact moment when Jon realised what was happening. He rolled 
backwards again at that moment, bringing Jon's body over his. Richie's fingers sifted through the saltwater 


drenched locks as his mouth sought Jon's over and over again. 


He imagined that they looked like a scene from an old black and white movie, the name of which escaped his 


lust-filled brain at the moment, as they lay entwined on the sand, the waves crashing around their legs. 


When Jon whimpered and deepened their kisses as he moved further onto Richie, the vine-like tendrils of heat 
blossomed throughout his body. One hand tightened into Jon's hair while the other traversed the planes of his 


back that were so enticing not more than an hour ago. 


Richie tried to commit to memory the textures and taste of his best friend as they explored each other at a 


leisurely pace. 


There was a squeal from further down the beach that drew their attention away from each other, and they 


saw a small child running up the beach away from his parents. 


Jon rolled off Richie with a heated curse and they both sat with their knees brought up to disguise their 
aroused bodies, as the small family drew closer. Richie grabbed their hats and sunglasses, handing Jon his as 


the little boy ran wide circles around them. 
"Hey buddy, how are you?" Jon asked the child. 


He stood stock still as the stranger spoke to him, eyes wide, belly heaving from running. "I'm three!" he 
exclaimed, proudly holding up two fingers. 


"Charlie! Leave them in peace.” The child's mother scolded him as she scooped him up. "l'm sorry, | hope he 
didn't kick sand over you?" 


"Not at all. We had a little chat. Told us he was three," Richie said with a grin and held up two fingers like 
Charlie did. 


‘Oh! Well he's two actually, so he was half right. He's still learning his numbers." She turned back to wave to 
her husband. "Well we have to go back to Daddy now, Charlie, say goodbye to your friends. I'm sorry again" 


Richie watched Jon stand up to say goodbye to the little boy and his mother, turning his full attention to them 
both. 


"Don't be, no harm done. I'm Jon, by the way, and that's Richie," Jon said to the woman before speaking again 


to the child. "See ya Charlie, you be good okay?" He held his hand up for a high five with the little hand. 


As Jon was waving to Charlie and they walked back the way they came, Richie stood and moved to stand 
behind Jon. He saw the woman reach her husband and after a brief discussion, saw them both turn and wave 


agai n. 


"You think they're onto us?" Richie asked as he rested his chin on Jon's shoulder and his hands on Jon's hips. 


"Nah, | don't think so," Jon shrugged, turning to face the brunette. "C'mon, let's go back and shower off this 
salt and sand. Then we can go for a walk and find something to eat. Because once we're alone tonight, | plan to 
finish what we started- again." 


"| like the sound of that. lim tired of being interrupted today." Richie smiled and turned to grab the vinegar. 


They walked up the beach to the track together in silence, both sneaking looks at the other and grinning at the 
new twist in their relationship. Brushing the sand from their feet, they let themselves into the room. A sudden 
bout of nerves made them both overly solicitous to each other about the first use of the bathroom. 


"You go first, Rich, you've got more hair to wash now," Jon snickered. "Just leave me some hot water." 


Richie washed quickly, making sure there was not a grain of sand left on his scalp, wrapped a towel around his 


hips, and left the bathroom to see Jon fishing around the bottom of his carry-on bag. 

‘lm done, shower is all yours,” Richie said, finger combing the knots from his hair. 

Jon jumped at the sound of his voice, a pretty blush staining his cheeks as he hid his hand behind his back 
"Whatcha got there, Jonny?" Richie asked. 


| ah- | wanted to make sure | had enough of this," Jon sheepishly showed Richie the bottle of lube in his hand. 


"Like | said, | didn't plan any of this, so-" his voice drifted off in embarrassment. 


Richie swallowed hard and blinked in surprise; his stomach felt strange but those buds of desire opened just a 
little further. He slowly lowered his hand and picked up his own bag. Reaching in blindly he pulled out a matching 
bottle, his eyes never leaving Jon's face. He shrugged, "I think we'll be okay." 


Jon's smile split his face as he nodded in confirmation and placed his bottle beside the bed and walked off to 
the bathroom. 


Richie took the opportunity to sit down on the side of the bed so that his shaky legs went unnoticed. This was 
happening; this was reall He heard the shower start and then Jon humming. Richie listened as Jon settled on an 


old Gershwin tune. 


"| could cry salty tears ; 

Where have | been all these years ? 
Little wow, tell me now : 

How long has this been going on ? 
There were chills up my spine, 

And some thrills | can't define. 


Listen, sweet, | repeat : 

how long has this been going on ? 
Oh, | feel that | could melt ; 

Into Heaven I'm hurled ! 

| know how Clombus felt, 

Finding another world. 

Kiss me once, then once more. 
What a dunce | was before. 

What a break ! For Heaven's sake ! 
How long has this been going on ? 
Dear, when in your arms | creep, 
That divine rendez-vous, 

Don't wake me, if I'm asleep, 

Let me dream that it's true | 

Kiss me twice, then once more. 
That makes thrice, let's make it four ! 
What a break ! For Heaven's sake ! 
How long has this been going on ? 


How long has this.. been going.. on ?" 


Jon finished the song and his shower, and Richie rubbed away the gooseflesh on his arms before rousing 


himself to get dressed before Jon came out. He'd just pulled on a pair of loose cargo pants as Jon appeared. 
"Great song, Jonny. Where do you know that one from?" Richie asked. 


"| dunno, maybe from my grandmother when | was a kid? She used to play all her old records when we went 
to visit. Gershwin was her favourite." 


"| like it, very appropriate," Richie said with a grin as he watched Jon dress into a pair of soft dark linen pants 


that tied at the waist. A white shirt completed his outfit. 
"Which part?" Jon asked, moving closer to Richie. 


"Hmm, let me think, maybe the chills up my spine part?" Richie was standing next to the bed, his shirt still 
unbuttoned. 


"Uh huh? Anything else?" Jon slipped his arms around Richie under his shirt. "How about the kissing part? Kiss 


me once, then once more," he sang softly as he moved closer. 


Richie breathed out a sigh, took Jon's face in his hands and delved into the crystalline blue eyes in front of 
him. His tongue darted out to wet his lips as he felt Jon hold his breath, his fingers trembling against his back. 


"Mmm | like that part even more," he murmured as he claimed Jon's mouth with a scorching kiss. It was at 


that moment that Richie realised that it was these lips that he wanted to kiss for the rest of his days. It was 


heaven on earth. 


Jon broke the kiss first saying, "That was once." He sucked his bottom lip into his mouth as though trying to 
capture Richie's taste. 


Richie groaned, his body on fire when he felt Jon tighten his arms around his waist, his nails scraping the 
softer flesh above his hips. His own arms wrapped around Jon's shoulders and up into his hair, grabbing a 
fistful of the shorter locks forcing Jon's head back. It gave Richie the opportunity to gently bite Jon's bottom 
lip before soothing it with the second kiss. 


The back of Richie's legs connected with the bed and Jon pushed him back onto it. He stood over Richie, his 


chest heaving and desire filling his eyes. "That was once more." 


Fuck! So this was what it was like to be on the receiving end of Jon's desirous attention. Heaven help all the 
women that went before him. He marvelled that any of them survived the encounter; or was this different? If 
Jon was bedding women just for the sexual release with no emotional attachment, was it as intense as what he 
was experiencing now? The all encompassing fire coursed through his sluggish veins, his limbs were devoid of 


all movement, his lungs grappled for air, and his cock was rock hard and throbbing. 


He glanced down at Jon's crotch and noted with satisfaction that he was equally affected, as he placed one 
knee between Richie's, leaning his weight on his hands and kissed his belly. Richie twitched and swore at the 


new feelings, drawing a laboured breath to try and calm himself. 


The scrape of Jon's incoming beard was a wondrously new torture to his aroused body. He whimpered as Jon 
travelled further up his body, chaste exploratory kisses over a visually familiar body. Richie sank his fingers 
into Jon's hair and encouraged him to hurry, skipping his chest and neck. He wanted Jon's mouth on his again, 


his taste on his tongue, now! 


Jon got the hint, laying his heated weight down over Richie's and brutally claimed his mouth again, they both 


moaned deeply. Teeth clashed and tongues tangled as their bodies moved. 
"Ahh-" Jon broke the kiss reluctantly, "that was thrice." 


"Then shut the hell up and lets fucking make it four, baby," Richie growled and pulled his head back down, his 
hips pushing up forcefully against Jon's. 


Richie's fingers found the tie on Jon's pants and pulled it open before scrabbling to free himself from his 
cargoes, shifting the zipper out of harm's way, as the scorching heat of their two cocks flamed the fire even 


further. 


"Holy- fuck!" Richie couldn't think if he had cursed then or Jon; it didn't matter, the sentiments were the same. 


Jon rose to his knees long enough to pull his shirt over his head and throw it over his shoulder. Richie took 
the brief opportunity to wrap his hand around Jon's cock for the first time, stroking it a couple of times 
before his hand was shooed away, so he slipped his hands into Jon's pants to cup the ass that he'd been 
watching for the past decade. It was perfect. Or maybe he was slightly biased at the moment, as he felt the 


muscles clench and release in his hands. 


Time became irrelevant as their passion grew and smouldered. Richie shivered as the slide of Jor's slick head 
rubbed against his, their hips moving against the other's over and over again, finding the rhythm and touches 


that pleasured them both. Their murmurs of appreciation were both nonsensical and understood. 
"Ahh- jesus! Fuck-" Richie swore, trying to move. 


Richie was getting frustrated with the confines of his own clothes but being pinned underneath Jon, there was 
nothing that would make him change his position. He did, however, have the freedom to roam his hands over 
the straining muscles of Jon's arms and back and it was glorious. The tremors and the bunching of those 
muscles beneath his hands was a work of art. He had never appreciated the human form as much as he was 
at this moment in time. His mouth explored and tasted Jon's skin, the sheen of perspiration the sweetest 


nectar on his tongue. 
"Oh god Rich- l'm-" Jon groaned, "I'm gonna cum. Cum with me?" 


Jon's release was scalding, thick white ropes of cum painted the caramel skin of Richie's stomach. Richie 
unconsciously took in how corded Jon's neck became as he arched his head back in exertion before he dropped 
his head into Richie's neck, breathing erratically. 


As though he'd been granted permission with Jon's words, the minute shred of control over his own body was 
obliterated; with a hearty cry his own fluids were mingling with Jon's as their bodies still spasmed at the 
slightest touch. 


As he came back from the farthest recess of his mind, he asked, "So are we just going to kiss whenever 


now?" 


Jon snorted, "I guess it will depend on where we are, but sure. Why?" He rolled off and Richie immediately 
missed his heat. 


"Next time | want to try getting to five to see what happens." Richie replied, "I mean if this is what happens 


after four, then | want to see what five or more brings." 


"Hal It'll be my pleasure to take you to a thousand, baby." Jon grinned and tapped Richie on the nose before 
continuing, "Stay there, I'll get us cleaned up." 


Richie watched Jon stand and step out of his pants on the way to the bathroom. He came back with a warm 
wet face cloth and wiped up the majority of their combined mess. 


"You don't have to do that, Jonny,” Richie said sitting up after Jon had finished. 


"I know, but hey, its mine too, so-" he shrugged and let the comment float between them as he headed back 


to the bathroom. "Do you want to take another shower at all?" he yelled from the alcove. 


"Nah, | think I'm right. I'm actually starving now," Richie said, zipping his pants back up, buttoning his crumpled 
shirt and slipping his shoes on his feet. 


"Okay, gimme a minute to get dressed," Jon returned from the bathroom, "and we'll head out. Do you still feel 
like walking?" He did a quick inspection of his pants for any evidence, before pulling them on, fastening the tie 
around his hips. He pulled the sleeveless white t-shirt over his head. 

"Surel Its not far," Richie replied, "Maybe we can walk back along the beach." 

"Hmm | like the sounds of that! Maybe | can talk you into a skinny dip?" Jon asked hopefully. 

"Do you like having stinging welts over your dick? No thanks, that can wait for another time. Though it does 
sound like something we can try elsewhere,’ Richie considered, "Like in a pool, where the only thing you gotta 
worry about is the automatic pool cleaner!" 

"But | could kiss you better!" Jon laughed, as he drew Richie into his arms. 

"You'd tempt the devil, you know?" Richie said with a grin. 

"And making you smile and making you horny will be my main goal in life now, Rich," Jon returned. 


"You won't have to try hard, Jonny," Richie said, "You've been doing that for a long time now." 


Richie watched Jon as he processed that statement. Jon ducked his head, nodded, and squeezed Richie a little 
tighter. 


"C'mon, let's eat," Jon coughed a little to disguise the roughness in his voice. 


Jon pulled himself together before they left the bin’b and strolled down the driveway to the main street. 


The First Date 


Mission Beach - Day | - Night | 
The quaint township included a smattering of storefronts, galleries showcasing local artists and the prerequisite 
pub. Jon and Richie drew a few looks from the locals, as all tourists do, since nobody wore long pants around 


these parts in the summer months other than the odd business owner. 


They found the entrance to the beer garden attached to the pub and took a small table tucked in a corner 


away from the main area and shaded from the sun by a canopy of tropical plants. 

"G'day boys, what can | get ya to drink?" the older waitress asked as she handed them a laminated sheet of 
paper displaying the menu. "Tonight is parmigiana night, if you're interested, otherwise I'll take your drink order 
now and come back when you've decided." 

"Just a couple of beers, thanks," Jon said. 

"Glass, pot, schooner or jug?" she asked with a smile, already knowing the response. 

"Ahhh," Jon looked at Richie in confusion. "Jug? With two glasses?" 

"Righto loves. | won't confuse you boys with the brands, so will you trust me to pick one for you? I'm guessing 
a lager, medium in taste and alcohol?" she asked. "And if you want my suggestion for the meal, I'd recommend 


the surfin'turf tonight. The steak looks amazing." 


They both shrugged and told her to just order what she recommended. She smiled and patted Richie on the 
shoulder, took the menus and bustled off, returning speedily with their drinks. 


Richie poured them each a glass of the frosty brew and they took deep draughts, leaving slight traces of 


foam on their lips. 

"So is this an official date, Jonny?" Richie asked with a chuckle. 

"Do you want it to be?" Jon returned. 

"Yeah, yeah | do. | want you to buy me dinner, walk me home, kiss me sweetly at the door, then-" He paused 
and lowered his voice, "come in with me and show me what you got, baby." He pulled down his sunglasses and 
waggled his eyebrows at Jon 


"This is all | got," Jon said, holding his arms wide, "and it's all yours, if you want it" 


"And by god | will; | do, want it- want you, that is. Ahh- well | just fucked that up, didn't 1?" Richie mentally 


face palmed himself. 

"No you didn't, baby, it was perfect" Jon smiled and lowered his voice, "I really want to kiss you right now." 
Jon's tone of voice went straight to his cock. He shifted in his seat as he watched Jon slide his fingers 
suggestively up and down with ease through the condensation on his glass. He swallowed, the atmosphere 
between them heavy with unspoken promises. 


"Here ya go, loves, two house special surfin'turfs with salad and steak fries." 


The two plates were placed in front of them without any preamble, the aromas immediately awakening their 
empty stomachs. 


"Thanks, darlin’," Jon thanked the older woman. 
"You right for drinks?" She indicated to the almost empty jug. 
"Sure, we'll have another, thanks!" Jon said. 


Richie quirked his eyebrow up at Jon's request. He had been the one that had consumed the majority of the 
beer; so very unlike Jon, Richie thought. 


They ate their meals with gusto having worked up an appetite earlier, keeping the conversation light and safe 
as the eatery filled They pushed their plates away when they'd had their fill of the tender steak topped with 
trawler fresh seafood; plump prawns, scallops, calamari and tasty morsels of Moreton Bay Bugs tails, a 


creature with flesh similar to lobster or crayfish. 


‘Oh my god, that was delicious," Richie exclaimed as he leaned back in his chair and patted his belly. "I'm so 


full!" 


"Damn it, | was going to say you can carry me back to the room," Jon groaned. He wiped his mouth on the 


napkin and threw it on the plate. 


At the mention of the room, they glanced at each other quickly, both thinking about what lay ahead for them. 
Richie could see the uncertainty battling with desire in Jon's eyes now as he'd pushed his sunglasses up into 
his hair as the the sun had set and the moon rose up over the ocean. The sounds around the couple faded 


into white noise as they spoke volumes without words. 
"Hil" A little voice startled them out of their thoughts, "It's Charlie!" He was pulling on Jon's shirt as he spoke. 


"Hey Charlie, how are you?" Jon turned from Richie's dark eyes and leaned over to the little boy beside him. 


"Did you escape from your parents again?" 


Charlie nodded and pointed inside the building to the area set up for families, closest to a small playground. 


Richie sat and watched him interact with the little one, giving him his undivided attention again. He smiled fondly 
at his friend, knowing he had a soft spot for little kids. 


"Shall | take you back, Charlie?" Jon asked as he stood up. "Rich, you wanna pay the bill while | take Charlie 


back? | see his parents, | won't be long." 


"Sure, I'll go visit nature first and see you out on the beach," Richie said. He watched Jon pick the little boy up 
and talk to him all the way back to his parents’ table. 


He gathered their hats and headed off to the bathroom before paying their bill at the front counter. He 
hugged their waitress as he left, thanking her for her recommendations. If anyone in the restaurant recognised 
the long haired tourist, they kept it to themselves as he made his way back through the tables and out onto 
the beach. 


Richie wandered down over the dunes, kicking off his shoes and rolling up his pant legs. He was enjoying the feel 


of the cool sand between his toes when he was jumped on from behind. 
"Oof," Richie grunted. 

"Hey there tall, dark and handsome," Jon said in his ear. 

"Hey yourself," Richie replied with a big smile. 

"Sorry | took so long, I'm all yours now." 


Richie felt Jon slide down his back and land on the sand, standing closely for a moment too long, his hand 
lingering a little too long down his chest before being snatched away at the sound of other people walking down 


to the beach from the pub. 


"C'mon, let's go," Jon took off at a slow jog down to the harder sand near the water's edge. He quickly shucked 
his shoes before they got wet but did nothing about his trousers. 


‘lm not running, you fool" Richie said loudly. "Or do you want me to throw up?" 
"Aww you're not going to chase me?" Jon asked with a giggle. 


"Not when I've got a belly full of seafood," Richie grumbled, "and | do believe you're a little drunk Jonny. You 
drank most of that beer tonight, don't forget.” 


"Yep," Jon was bounding around Richie like a puppy. "It was tasty! Besides | needed it” 


"Why?" Richie asked, getting dizzy trying to follow Jon's activities as they walked up the beach in the 
moonlight. 


Jon slowed down, walking backwards in front of Richie, then just shrugged and turned. He walked up the beach a 
little and sat heavily in the soft sand. 


It was a warm night, the barest of breezes coming in from the sea, the beach deserted. Richie stopped and 
watched Jon's progress, trying to figure out what was going on in his head. He sighed inwardly and followed him 
up to where he was sitting. 


"What's up, Jonny?" Richie asked, sitting down beside him. 


"l, ahh- | want to apologise for earlier today." Jon said, looking out at the rising waves. "I didn't mean to rush 


you into- into that- so soon. Damn it, | wanted it to be perfect, and- and it wasn't." 
"You're nervous now, Jonny? You kissed me first!" 


"| know!" Jon exclaimed. "The thing is-" he sighed, "I've imagined this, you and me, so many times, | just wanted 


to do it right, you know?" 


"I thought it was perfect, Jonny,” Richie said quietly as he laid his forehead against Jon's shoulder, breathing in 
his scent mingled with the ocean spray. 


Jon rested his cheek against the dark hair. 


"You don't have to plan everything, you know. You'll never have to make an appointment to take me to bed. 
Ever," Richie soothed when Jon said nothing. 


He turned Jon's face to his with his finger under his chin and placed a soft kiss on his lips. This was the 
perfect kissing moment. Jon sighed and Richie pushed him gently down onto his back, deepening the kiss. 


Jon slipped his arm intimately around Richie's neck as he opened his eager mouth to receive Richie's warm 
talented tongue. 


Despite the super loud beating of his heart and the crashing of the waves, Richie heard Jon squeak at the new 
heat and pressure when he slipped his warm hand beneath his shirt and slid his fingers through the hair on 
his belly. Richie squeezed his fingers into the soft flesh as their tongues explored and danced. 


Richie moved over Jon further, sliding his knee between Jon's legs, elbow digging into the sand as he mouthed 
along Jon's jawline and down the column of his corded neck The slight pain from Jon twisting his fingers into 


his hair registered but didn't deter him from taking his fill of that sweet flesh below Jon's ear. 


"Rich- baby if you want a repeat of this afternoon, you're heading in the right direction,’ Jon panted and 


gently pushed Richie's shoulder away. "Or we can hit pause and go back to the room." 


"Ahh | don't wanna move though." Richie's fingers were searching beneath Jon's shirt. With a tweak of his 
nipple, he pushed away reluctantly. 


"The room with the nice comfortable bed," Jon went on with a lusty look in his eyes. 
Richie stood abruptly and held his hand out for Jon, "Well then come onl" He smiled down at the blonde still 
lying on the sand wantonly, shirt partially exposing his belly, dark linen pants both exposing and hiding his 


erection in the shadows. 


Jon reached for his hand as a help up from the sand, pausing to kneel in front of Richie, still holding his hand, 
and rubbed his cheek against Richie's own confined cock. 


"Ahh Rich- do you have any idea how happy | am right now?" Jon turned his face up to his. "I- | don't want to 
mess up our friendship though, if this goes south." 


"How would it mess it up, Jonny?" 


"Mixing friendship with sex. If we don't make it, will we still be friends?" Jon stood, and Richie wrapped his arms 


around his shoulders. 


"Baby, sex with you- no, making love with you will be like hot fudge on ice cream." Richie's analogy made Jon 
snort with amusement. "You can't mess up ice cream with hot fudge." 


"Always thinking with your stomach!" Jon grinned and poked him good-naturedly. 


Is not the only thing I'm thinking with at the moment, but we're out in the open and still nowhere near the 
bin'b to make a run for it" Richie said, kissing Jon's forehead. "C'mon, let's keep walking." 


Richie took Jon's hand in his as they strolled down the beach, the breeze whipping Richie's hair around his face. 
They stopped to watch a group of soldier crabs scurry across the wet sand before disappearing into it. 


| understand that you're worried baby," Richie attempted to soothe his soon-to-be-lover. "Let's not think 


about anything past the next to weeks. Take a vacation from overplanning, Jon 

"Pretend we're on a honeymoon?" Jon asked as the b'n'b came into view. His voice shook a little. 
"Kind of, yeah." he shrugged, "Would it help if | told you l'm in love with you too?" 

Jon sighed happily, nodding wordlessly, not trusting his voice at the moment. 


As they walked up the path from the beach, a few lights helped the moon illuminate their way then they 


heard voices coming from the verandah above their room. They reluctantly pulled away from each other. As 
they got closer, the owner greeted them and asked about their evening. They made polite conversation before 


excusing themselves, using weariness as the reason to leave. 
g g 


The closed room was a little stuffy when they entered so they went around and opened windows and curtains 
to let the cooling sea breeze in. Keeping the lights off and letting the moonlight guide him, Richie found the 
small sound system and found a radio station playing some easy listening golden oldies, the announcer informing 


his audience of the Sexy Saturday playlist. 


He turned to see Jon standing at the foot of the bed watching him, devoid of his shirt. It took Richie's memory 
back to that windy night that they filmed the clip for She Don't Know Me. They'd only known each other for a 
relatively short time then, but Richie had been drawn to his long haired singer that night. 


He padded over to Jon and touching his hand, said, "You just need the long hair again, Jonny." 
"Huh?" Jon was baffled. 


"Moonlight." Richie ran his hands up Jor's arms and shoulders and into his hair. "No shirt, barefoot- kinda 
reminds me of that night filming that video. You just need your long hair." 


Jon looked down at himself with a chuckle. "I'm dreaming of crossing that line," he said seriously, quoting the 


song. 


"You know," Richie paused briefly, his fingers gently scraping Jon's scalp, "something drew me to you even back 
then. | just couldn't recognise it for what it was until a few years ago. Then | did everything | could to deny 


those feelings. But | lived for the moments that we spent together; | still wanted you to notice that | liked you: 


"Oh god! | noticed! | did, but-" he breathed deeply despite his agitation, "but with the pressure to keep selling 
those records by any means possible; falling in love with your best friend was not an option. | felt like | had no 
choice but to go along with what they were telling me to do." 


"And in the record company's eyes that was to get into every girl's pants, physically or mentally, to get them 
to buy records. So then | boxed those feelings up so tight that they never saw the light of day and | played 
their game. God, Richie, our stupid little midnight conversations, about nothing and everything, meant more to 


me than you'll ever know." 
He broke out of Richie's embrace and turned to the window, lost in his memories. 


"Then | made the decision to open that box just a crack, just to see if those feelings were still there." He shook 
his head remembering, "It was like opening Pandora's Box, Rich. They were still all shiny and new, and there was 
no way of putting them back and closing the lid again. | was such a fool to bend to what they wanted me to 
do!" 


"Hey, you're nobody's fool, Jonny!" Richie said vehemently. "You- we- were young and brought up to follow 
orders from those in authority, to follow the norm. If anything, we've both been foolish to wait this long!" 


Richie walked over to Jon and stood behind him, barely touching, saying softly, "Jonny, turn around and look at 


me, please." 


He continued when the blue eyes, shiny with unshed tears, were facing him. "| dont wanna waste anymore time 


not being together." 


He took Jon's face into his hands to tilt his head up, his thumbs dragging gently over his bottom lip before 
taking those lips with his. He heard Jon let loose a sob, his arms snaking around Richie's waist, holding him 
tightly, as Richie poured as much of his feelings into the kiss as possible, trying to convey them better than 
his words could ever do. 


"Oh god Rich! | want you! | want- everything," Jon finished with a passion-filled whisper. His fingers worked the 
buttons on Richie's shirt and hastily pushed it off his shoulders. 


Richie felt as though his head was spinning as Jon nibbled his way down his jaw to the small cleft at the 
centre, throwing his head back when the sting of Jon's teeth nipped at his neck and shoulder. He gripped onto 
Jon's hips and unsteadily walked back toward the bed as Jon's hands travelled over his body, teasing ripples, 
exploring muscles and tasting skin before stopping at the button of his pants. 


"Holy fuck, do you know how sexy you look right now?" Jon panted, his hands stilled as he asked, "Tell me you 
want this, Rich, as much as | do." 


"Fuck yeah | do! | want this! | want you, Jonny!" Richie heard himself plead. 


His fingers pulled the small tie that held Jon's pants on his hips, pushing the fabric to the floor, his hands 


went to Jon's ass drawing him in tight against his confined cock. 
"| seem to be overdressed, though," he breathed. 


After Jon popped the button and carefully released the zipper on his pants, Richie wiggled his hips enough to 
send them down his legs. He kicked them off his feet and into the darkness. 


They stood there naked apart from the shadows from the moonlight and drank in the sight of each other. 
They were seeing each other for the first time without the veil of hidden emotions, familiar bodies but with a 
fresh set of eyes. They were finally free from the burden of keeping their feelings contained. 


"My god, Rich, you're beautiful,” Jon whispered hoarsely. 


"Come here, Jonny," he held his hand out to draw him close again 


He gently placed his palms on Jon's chest, feeling the heat emanating from him and his heart thumping wildly 
beneath his palms. He splayed his fingers, moving his hands down to brush over the pebbled nipples hiding 
amongst the thick chest hair. 


He watched as the blue eyes fluttered closed when his fingers teased them over and over again. Jon held onto 
Richie's elbows to steady himself as he swayed into the feeling. Both men hissed as the movement also caused 
their cocks to brush against each other, two highly aroused organs, ruled by sensation as much as the hearts 
of their owners. 


Jon claimed Richie's lips as he continued his tactile exploration of Jon's body, seeking new and interesting places 
that made Jon squirm or curse. Richie swore his bones melted when Jon first placed his hand around his girth, 
smoothing the skin up and down over the muscle beneath, his thumb swiping through the slippery tears to 


smear over the tip. 


Jon brought his hand up to his face and took a taste of his thumb before offering it to Richie. His eyes 
widened when Richie took the whole digit into his mouth and sucked it clean, his tongue swirling around and 


around before letting it go with a pop. 


Fisting his other hand into Richie's hair, Jon growled, pushing him down to his knees. Richie answered Jon's 
questioning look with a swift nod before taking a broad swipe from the base to tip of Jon's cock 


"That's it, baby, take me in your mouth," Jon encouraged. "| want to feel your lips around me. Fuck, you look so 


good, Rich, good enough to eat. I'm going to enjoy eating you." 
"Just like I'm going to do right now, baby?" Richie said, licking his lips before slipping Jon between them. 


He took a moment to savour the flavour of Jon's cock, a more earthy version of his sweet mouth and neck, 


but it didn't make him want it any less. If anything, it made him crave him even more. 


He experimentally swirled his tongue around the sensitive glans, listening to the moans coming from Jon. He 
bobbed his head up and down, slipping further down Jon's cock with each downward movement, until he felt the 


smooth head against the back of his throat. 


This wasn't Richie's first time sucking cock; he had experimented when he was a teenager, but never since 


that one drunk party. He hadn't really enjoyed it at the time but nonetheless chalked it up to experience. 


Kneeling in front of Jon, however, with the taste of him coating his tongue and his musk enticing his nostrils, 
he couldn't think of anywhere else he'd rather be. He ran his hands up the backs of Jon's thighs as he worked 
his mouth and tongue around his cock. Thinking of all the things that felt good on himself, he used on Jon, 
eliciting groans and a yelp of surprise with one particular movement. Cupping one palm underneath his balls, he 


gently massaged and pulled, while the fingers of the other hand slipped up and down the crease of his ass. 


"Enough!" Jon pulled away reluctantly from Richie's mouth with an audible pop. "Fuck! You give good head, Rich!" 


"You liked that?" Richie asked, sitting back on his heels, his own granite hard erection standing proudly against 
his belly. 


‘Mmm, god yeah," Jon murmured. "Get on the bed, babe. It's my turn to eat." 
Richie stood but before doing as instructed, he scooped Jon's head in for a surprisingly fierce kiss letting him 
taste himself on Richie's tongue. "I hope | taste as good to you as you do to me." He left Jon almost rocking on 


his heels in the abrupt release of his head. 


Richie climbed on the bed and settled himself amongst the pile of pillows against the head of the bed, wrapping 


his hand around himself and stroking, his thumb smearing his precum over the head. 
"Dessert is ready, Jonny, come and eat," he breathed shakily. 


Watching Jon climb on the bed and kneel naked between his long legs was the hottest thing Richie thought he 
had ever seen It made his hand speed up slightly before he forced himself back into a leisurely pace. It was 
going to be sweet torture to have Jon's hot mouth around him, so he didn't want to be so close to the edge 


and blow his load too early. 
Jon hesitated slightly, his inexperience overshadowed his machismo. 


"C'mon Jonny, | need you- now," Richie encouraged him. He could see Jon was nervous by the way he was 


worrying his bottom lip. 

As if coming out of a trance, Jon leaned forward to kiss Richie's mouth, studiously avoiding any bodily contact 
before moving down to capture a nipple in his perfect teeth. Richie bucked and groaned as Jon's tongue teased 
the nub before moving to its mate, suckling away the pain from his teeth. 

He ran his hand down Richie's arm and pulled his hand away from his cock, lacing their fingers together. His 
tongue and mouth traced a hot pathway down his heaving chest and belly. "I like your smooth chest," Jon 


whispered. He used his other hand to stroke over it. Richie noticed it was shaking. 


He sat up a little and reached for his bedmate. "And | like your hairy chest" He ran his fingers through the 


hair in an attempt to soothe him. "Jonny, don't be nervous. Its just me and you. Nothing you do will be wrong.’ 
Jon huffed out a nervous breath and smiled crookedly. "How do you always know what l'm thinking?" 


"Easy. When you love someone, you notice everything," Richie said smiling. "I've been noticing for quite some 


time now." 


Jon ducked his head and gave a brief nod in acknowledgement. 


"Now, | believe you were about to wrap those pretty lips around my cock, baby, weren't you?" Richie clarified. 


His finger swiped through the slippery fluid leaking from his tip and smoothed it over Jon's bottom lip. His gaze 
held the blue eyes prisoner as Jon's tongue snaked out to lap at it. He saw the flame of desire flare at the 


taste on his tongue. 


Jon placed his hand around Richie's and learned the rhythm he'd set before he slipped his hand from beneath 
Jon's. He growled when the grip got tighter, a sweet firmness that made his balls briefly draw up tight against 
his body. He closed his eyes, enjoying the feeling, until he felt the mattress move beneath his legs. 


Jon had laid down between his thighs, his blue eyes staring up as he nuzzled against Richie's thigh. His nose ran 
up the crease of his leg, his lips finding the crisp curls and pulling gently. 


"Yesss!" Richie whispered, willing him on, craving his touch where he needed it the most. 


He almost hit the ceiling at the first lap of Jon's tongue, the torture of patience finally over. Those soft lips 
finally took him into his mouth, spreading wide to allow entry. Jon worked hard to take as much of him in as 
possible, his tongue never still, his hand continued to stroke him. Richie's mind was blown when Jon moaned 


around his cock, the vibration sending frissons of electricity running straight up his spine. 

"Oohhh fuck Jonny," Richie swore. 

As Jon got more comfortable with his explorations, he withdrew Richie from his mouth and nosed at his heavy 
sac and balls. Richie gasped loudly as he took one into his mouth, rolling it around before paying the same 


attention to the other. 


He bent his legs upward and over Jon's shoulders, silently granting him access to his core, blue eyes pinning 


him as his tongue darted further and further down. 
Jon lay one hand, fingers spread, on Richie's belly, his arm threaded under his bent leg, the other still laced 
with Richie's. He felt his heartbeat stutter in his own chest as Jon's hot, wet mouth explored his body slowly, 


taking him closer and closer to the edge. 


He searched blindly for his head, sifting the blonde strands through his fingers. "Fuck, Jonny, get up here- 
please," Richie begged. "You catch on quick, baby." 


"What if | don't want to?" he looked up, his face slick with saliva. 


"Then you'd better want a mouthful of cum, because l'm hanging on by a thread,’ Richie said, his teeth 


clenched. 


‘Mmm sounds tasty but," Jon smacked his lips but moved to lay on his back, "I want us to do it together." 


Richie moved quickly to his knees, carefully placing them on either side of Jon's head, before lowering himself 
over the prone body, taking a quick lick of the salty bead of fluid at the head of Jon's cock. He rolled them 

both to one side so that he didn't hurt Jon if he accidently thrust too hard. He ran his scruffed chin against 
the hip bone in front of him as Jon took him in his mouth again. He completed their joining soon after, drawing 


Jon's hips in close. 

The moonlight graced their excited bare bodies as they writhed in passion on the bed. The shadows acted as a 
seemingly gentle caress of limbs as they took each other to completion As Richie felt that curl of heat 
course through his body, gathering its force for release, he quickly pulled from Jon's mouth. 

"Jonny, I'm gonna cum," he groaned. 

"| want it- want it all," Jon murmured against the tip of his cock. 

That was the final moment before Richie exploded against Jon's lips and tongue, some dribbling from his open 
mouth. His groan reverberated around Jon's overheated flesh as he felt Jon's saltiness against his tongue, 


swallowing it all. 


The radio softly played in the background, fittingly Etta James' At Last, as they lay gasping for steadying 
breaths afterward. Fate, again, was playing a part in their story. 


"Jesus, Jonny,” Richie breathed. "That's was fucking amazing." He had always been a verbal and demonstrative 
lover. He wanted to lavish Jon with praise for the rest of the night; he couldn't help it. He stroked the inside of 
Jon's thigh as they both recovered. "I loved that. All of it" Richie basked in the afterglow. 

"Mmm hmm," Jon hummed. 

Richie glanced down to his partner. He could see his cum shining on his face even in the dim light. He couldn't 
remember the last time he had an orgasm that intense and mind-shattering. "Oh Jonny," he said again He 


swore he was brain-dead at the moment. 


Jon slid his arm further over Richie's thigh and the brunette looked down at him again. He noticed his eyes 


were closed and thought he saw tear streaks on his cheeks. 
"Jonny? Baby?" Richie touched his shoulder and moved to sit up. 


Jon opened his eyes, dark in the moonlight, devoid of colour. "'m- I-" he sat up also and was enveloped in a 
tight hug from the guitarist. "I loved it too," he whispered in Richie's ear and sighed. 


Richie held onto Jon for a long moment and then kissed his neck before pulling back and wiping Jon's cheeks 


with his thumbs. "Baby," he said simply. 


Jon found Richie's eyes in the dark and grasped his neck. "I love you, Richie," he said softly but clearly. It was 


the perfect moment for a declaration of love. 


"Ahh Jonny, my heart belongs to you, you know that don't you? | love you too," Richie replied, sealing the 


declaration with a loving kiss. 

"Let's get some sleep, you look done in, baby." Richie rested his forehead against Jon's. "Go get cleaned up first, 
though, you'll sleep better. I'll fix the bed" They both chuckled looking at the chaos they'd made amongst the 
sheets. 


"Okay. lIl wash my face." Jon gingerly rolled off the bed and headed to the bathroom. 


Richie straightened the sheets, checked for any wet spots, fluffed the pillows and gathered their discarded 


clothing. He shook out and folded Jon's linen pants and draped them over a chair. 

"Climb into bed, Jomy, I'll be right back," Richie told him when he reappeared looking clean but tired. 

"Hmm okay," he yawned, his jaw popping with ferocity. 

Richie kissed Jon on the cheek as he walked past him and into the bathroom to freshen up. He looked at 
himself in the mirror at his sex-disheveled hair. Smiling at his reflection, he decided that he'd shower in the 
morning, weariness swiftly claiming him also. 

Returning to the bedroom he found Jon, naked, curled up on his side facing the middle of the bed, sound asleep. 
He closed the curtains, turned off the radio and slipped into the bed, trying not to disturb him. He lay in a 
similar position to Jon's, backing up as close as possible in the small bed to allow his arms and legs enough 


room. 


As he closed his eyes, he felt Jon's arm scoop him around his waist and drag him closer. "What took you so 
long?" he said sleepily as he slipped his lower arm beneath Richie's neck. 


‘lm sorry; go back to sleep, Jonny," Richie whispered. He quite liked being cuddled into Jon like this. 

"I'd like to make love to you too," Jon whispered. "When I'm not so tired" 

Richie swallowed hard against the sob that suddenly lodged in his throat. A shiver ran down his spine at the 
thought of actually making love with Jon. He felt his cheeks heat up. "We will. We have the rest of our lives, 
baby." 


"Kay," Jon sighed. 


"Sleep now.’ Richie moved his hand on top of Jon's as he started snoring softly. 


The First Night 


The First Night 


Richie woke to the feel of tender kisses across his shoulder and fingers caressing his belly. The soft, gentle 
little up-and-down movements were just heavy enough to rouse him from the most wonderful dream. When 
he cracked an eye open it was still a murky grey, the dark of the night slowly giving way to a new day; 
literally and figuratively. He assumed he was still dreaming so he pinched the arm that was draped over his 
side. 


"Oww, what was that for?" Jon's voice was buried somewhere in his hair behind his ear. 


"Shit! Sorry, | thought | was still dreaming," he apologised quietly, rubbing the spot that he'd pinched. "Why are 
you awake so early? It's not daylight yet 


"I know, but try telling that to him," Jon rolled his hips against Richie's back. 
"Oh!" Richie breathed. Jon had resumed kissing his back. 


Richie felt Jon's bicep flex beneath his head as he moved his arm to cross Richie's chest, drawing him in 
closer to tease his ripple. Richie turned his head slightly to look at Jon in the early morning gloom. 


"I really enjoyed last night Rich," Jon said softly. "Except when | was nervous and freaking out. | liked everything 


else," he clarified. 


‘Its okay," Richie soothed. "This is all new to both of us, but we'll work it out. Besides | liked comforting you. I'l 
do that anytime, especially if it leads to an awesome blow job later." He grinned over his shoulder and pushed 


back against Jon, his own morning erection making itself known. 


Jon made a purring noise and squeezed Richie tighter. "I'm going to spend a lot of time in the next two weeks 
holding you like this because- | love it” 


"Feels pretty good from here too," Richie turned to jelly in his lover's arms as Jon's fingers moved to stroke 
his purpling tip and length. Richie could feel Jon's breath ghost hotly across his ear and cheek in little puffs. 


He turned slightly in Jon's arms, not willing to break the contact or the silence that had fallen over them as 


Jon's hands went to work on him, but he needed to feel his lips again this morning. 


Jon ceased his wonderfully torturous stroking of Richie's cock to trail back over his belly and down his flank to 
his knee. He pushed Richie's leg up high before making the journey back up to his ass. He pulled his arm from 
beneath Richie's head and propped himself up with it, to look at Richie's nudity. 


Richie felt as though he'd been winded physically such was the force of the intense look in the blue eyes 
above his as the hand on his ass moved between his bent leg to fondle the tight pouch of his sac. He couldn't 
hold back the groan when he felt shaky fingers dip in between his cheeks, searching gently for their target. 
Richie twisted and reached for Jon's face, pulling him down for a hot kiss, whimpering as Jon's finger circled 


firmly against the tight muscle. Richie felt himself opening to the touch, grasping, needing more. 


Jon pulled away abruptly. "Don't move, don't you dare move," he whispered urgently and rolled slightly to his 
side and found what he was looking for on the nightstand. 


Richie couldn't help the movement of his hips against the sheets, craving the sensation of something, anything 
against his overheated cock. He heard the flip of the lid and the squirt of gel moments before he felt the 
stinging cold against his ass. He gasped and involuntarily clenched his cheeks against the chill 


‘Sorry, babe, itll warm up soon- you're so hot!" Jon murmured, his slippery finger circling again 


Richie gripped the edge of the bed, not in pain, but in frustration that his hands had nothing to do when all he 
wanted to do is touch Jon as intimately as he was being touched. He concentrated on the feel of Jon's finger 
pressing and rubbing, his mind not being able to settle on any other thought. 

"That's it baby, let me in" Jon whispered encouragingly. 


"Fuck Jonny," he was unable to say anything else as a single digit slipped through the tight muscle. Jon paused 
to let Richie adjust. 


"Rich?" Jon asked. 

"More! | want more," Richie begged. 

"Slowly, baby, | don't want to hurt you," Jon said, kissing the point of Richie's shoulder, 
Richie made a noise between a choke and a sob. 

"Fuck Rich! | just want to sink balls deep into you right now. So hot!" Jon exclaimed. 


Richie was mewling in desire when he felt Jon move his finger further in before gently pushing back again. Jon 
continued this caress until Richie felt himself loosen and the slight pain ease. 


Moments later Jon slipped a second finger in, scissoring slightly. Richie had deflated slightly at the sting of the 
second digit, then a third, but moments later he almost hit the ceiling when Jon accidentally brushed against 


the hidden bundle of nerves as he worked his fingers in and around Richie's ass. 


"You okay, baby?" 


"Yeah- yeah, that felt- amazing. Enough already, | want you, Jonny,” Richie begged. 
"0-okay, just let me get some more lube," Jon gently extricated himself. 


Richie heard the foil packet being opened as he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked himself. He 
couldn't help it; he had to see, so he rolled to his back as Jon slicked himself generously with lube. 


"Ready baby?" Jon asked nervously. 
"Yeah-" Richie breathed. "Yeah | think so." 


Jon ran his hand up Richie's leg, scooping it up in the crook of his elbow, holding it high up to Richie's chest. 
Richie got the point and held his own leg up as Jon lined himself up to Richie's waiting body. 


Both held their breath as Jon's cock breached the still tight barrier. Releasing their breath on a simultaneous 
groan, Richie threw his head back and breathed heavily. 


"Fuck Rich- god, baby, you're so hot, so tight," Jon moaned. "I wanna move so badly, is that okay?" 

"Uh huh, just- just slowly for now," Richie panted, eyes squeezed closed. 

"Richie, | want to see your pretty eyes as | fuck you," Jon hoarsely whispered, starting to gently rock his hips, 
slipping further into Richie's depths. Jon slipped his arm beneath Richie's head again and turned it to him, 
kissing him soundly. 

It proved to be the perfect distraction as Richie finally felt Jon's balls against him as Jon picked up speed and 
depth. He also wrapped his hand tightly around Richie's cock and tugged at him in the same tempo as his hips. 
Richie used his free hand, the one that wasn't pinned by Jon's body, to explore, tease and caress, both himself 
and Jon as he pumped into him. 


"Jonny?" Richie pulled away from his kiss. "Jonny, | need to move. Lie back!" 


"Huh?" Jon was in a sexual daze, his blood supply restricted to his dick. "Oh, ah- sure." He pulled slowly out 
from Richie with a whimper and rolled to his back. 


Richie moved to his knees as Jon got comfortable, his glistening cock standing firmly against his stomach. 
"Whatcha gonna do, baby?" Jon asked, holding his hand out for Richie. 
I'm gonna ride you, cowboy," he said with a smirk. 


Jon snorted unceremoniously, watching as Richie straddled his torso. "Doesn't the cowboy ride the horse?" 


I'd shut up now Jon, unless you want me to start call you Ponyboy?" Richie chuckled, as he mimed the 


whipping action of a rider, much to Jon's amusement. 
"Fuck! Rich, just get back on, will ya?" Jon huffed. 


Richie guided Jon's cock back into his body, the change in position creating wonderful new sensations. He leaned 


forward to assault Jon's mouth, his dark hair creating a curtain to the world. 

As Richie lowered himself fully onto Jon, he swallowed Jon's loud moans when he bottomed out. He felt Jon's 
short nails drag a pathway down his back to his hips as he started to lift and drop himself repeatedly. Their 
harsh sighs filled the air as Richie pressed his palms into Jon's chest for balance. His thighs shook violently 


and he growled like a wild animal. 


As if Mother Nature knew their passion was building, their orgasms crashed through them like the waves on 


the beach outside their cocoon, in a crescendo of early morning birdsong and sighs. 

Jon sat up and pulled Richie into a tight embrace, his mouth seeking Richie's soft lips, his fingers curled 
painfully into his hair, their bodies still intimately joined. They kept kissing as their bodies continued to expel 
white hot fluids and twitched with each movement. 


As their breathing normalised and Jon softened and slipped out, Richie pushed Jon back down onto the bed and 


stretched out beside him, his limbs spasming with exhaustion and completion. 

"Wow!" Jon managed to rasp out. He made short work of the used latex. 

| think you can do better than that, Jonny!" Richie grinned, he was definitely going to need that shower now. 
He just had to wait for feeling to return to his body. He swore it was floating somewhere up in the 
stratosphere at the moment. 


"Nuh uh, just wow!" Jon said, "You got something better, big guy?" 


"Of course!" Richie said, picking up Jon's hand and placing a kiss in his palm, "That was the best hot fudge this 


ice cream has ever had!" 

Jon snorted before he was plagued with an attack of the giggles. 

"Shhh Jon," Richie smiled. 

The blonde slapped his hand across his mouth trying to stifle them as he glanced at the clock. 


‘I'm gonna jump under the shower, Jonny," Richie gingerly sat on the side of the bed. "You wanna clean up 


first?" 


"Yeah," he yawned, "then I'm gonna sleep for a bit longer. Ahh shit Rich!" 

"What's wrong?" Richie asked. 

| made you bleed. Your back is all scratched up." 

He winced when Jon touched one of the fingernail marks. "It's okay, doesn't feel too bad. Go, go clean up, Jon" 
Jon shot him a concerned look but padded into the bathroom anyway. 

Richie stood on wobbly legs and took a mental inventory of any pain. His back was fine, he ass was a little sore 
but he figured a hot shower would help with that. He made his way into the bathroom as Jon was flushing the 


toilet. He waited until he'd washed his hands before turning the shower on. Their eyes met in the mirror above 


the basin, concern in the blue ones. 


‘lm okay Jon, really. Go back to bed" Richie assured him as he ducked his head under the hot spray. "I'll be 
there soon, baby." 


Jon simply smiled and nodded before leaving the room. 
When Richie had finished, he was wide awake and feeling good. Jon however, was snoring softly, one arm flung 


above his head, the other across his belly, his well-used penis resting comfortably on his hip bone. Richie 
smiled softly, pulled on his pants from last night, grabbed his guitar and went out to the little courtyard area. 


The First Outing 


Author's Notes: 
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Richie sat in courtyard, wishing for a cup of coffee, but started noodling out a few notes, adjusting the tuning 
as he went. He was lost in his thoughts when he felt a pair of arms snake around his shoulders from behind, 
hands splaying over his chest. He checked his watch; it was close to Bam. He'd been out here for two hours! 
"You didn't come back to bed?" Jon said, playing absently with the sparse hair on Richie's chest. 

"You were snoring Jonny, | didn't want to disturb you.” 

"You wouldn't have disturbed me," Jon said to the top of Richie's head. 

"When | got in bed last night, it woke you up," Richie explained. 

"Mmm-= | was just dozing until you got there." 

"Uh huh," Richie chuckled and stood up a little gingerly, facing the sleep-rumpled Jon, his pants from last night 
barely hanging on his hips and pulled on as an afterthought. "Morning again, sleepyhead." He gave Jon a quick 
kiss and a one armed hug, mindful of the guitar in his other hand. 

"Morning, baby," Jon smiled. "How do you feel?" 

"m starving! I've been smelling breakfast cooking for the past half hour." Richie said before turning serious at 
Jon's eye roll. "I'm fine, Jon, no need to worry.” He turned Jon around by the shoulders, pushed him gently 


inside and smacked him on the ass. "But it's time to get that ass dressed, good lookin'!" 


"Hey! That hurt!" He rubbed his cheek, "I must admit, I'm hungry too. Gimme a few minutes, okay? | wonder if 


they have pancakes with ice cream? | feel like ice cream." He chuckled and headed off to the shower. 
"What were you giggling about last night anyway?" Richie was curious. 
Jon's laughter could be heard over the water, before he stuck his head out and simply said, "Hot fudge, baby." 


It took a moment for the memory to come back to Richie before shook his head and grinned. He dug through 


his bag for fresh clothes. He left them on the bed and made his way into the bathroom to inspect the damage 
to his back in the light of day. 


Definitely fingernail scratches, there was no way he'd be able to talk his way out of those, should anyone ask 
Shrugging his shoulders, he turned to see Jon watching him with a strange smile on his face. 


"Come on out , Tiger, | want to go upstairs for breakfast” Richie said, opening the door to the shower. Jon 
quickly rinsed off before squeezing between the shower door and Richie. 


"Bossy, aren't you?" Jon grinned, reaching for his towel. "You're not dressed yet?!" 


| wanted to see if | needed a shirt or not today," Richie shrugged, "so | guess l'm wearing a shirt to breakfast, 


at least." He left Jon in the bathroom to finish up. 


When they were both dressed in shorts and t-shirts, they grabbed their sunglasses and made their way 


upstairs, the aromas of breakfast causing their stomachs to growl loudly and their mouths to salivate. 

The owner, Trish, greeted them warmly and ushered them to a table. 

"| hope you both slept okay, in that bed together?" she asked, "Im sorry we didn't have a twin room for you" 
"It was more than okay, thanks," Jon smiled 


"Right, well what can | get you boys to start with then? Juice, tea, coffee, water?" Trish asked. "The buffet is 


inside, help yourselves when you're ready." 

"Coffee!" they both said at once. 

"Long black, short black, cappuccino, latte, chai latte?" she rattled off the choices. 

"Just a plain coffee?" Richie asked. 

"lIl get you both a large long black and some milk on the side, shall 1?" she chuckled. "Sugar is on the table.’ 
Trish walked away, checking on the other tables as she went. The verandah that ringed the house was large 
and shaded by some nearby trees from the morning sun, just enough to take out the bite of heat. The view of 
the ocean was visible, the morning sun sparkling off the waves. The tables were spread out around the edge 
near the railing, far enough apart to afford some privacy. There were a few older couples dining, who smiled at 
the boys in a silent greeting when they arrived but kept eating. On the railing at each table, there was a stand 
with little bowls each side. 


"This is stunning, isn't it?" Richie said, looking out to the ocean,. "Look at that view!" 


"I am," Jon said with a smile, not looking at the scenery but at the man in front of him. "Oops, sorry." Jon's 


foot briefly ran up Richie's leg, making it look like an accidental touch to the rest of the world. 
Richie snorted in amusement at Jon's lack of sincerity. 


"Here we go fellas," a booming voice startled them. "Two long black coffees with a jug of milk. I'm Seth, Trish's 
husband. Hope you're enjoying your stay? You went to the pub for dinner last night, right?" 


"Oh god, coffee!" Richie groaned. "Thank you!" 

They both took a sip of the divine coffee, groaning in relief as Seth stood there chuckling at them 
"So good!" 

"| guess you needed that, huh?" he said 


‘Sorry, that's Richie with his nose in the cup," Jon said. "I'm Jon. This place is great, man. l'm so glad you had a 


room for us." 
"Yeah, Trish said you're in the last queen room." Seth said, "We saw you walk up from the beach last night." 


"Yeah, we went to the pub, had the steak and seafood," Richie had joined in now that the coffee had made its 
way to his brain. "We needed to walk all that food off." 


"Good to hear!" he said. "So what are you going to do today then?" 

"| dunno, man," Richie shrugged, "Hadn't thought that far just yet” 

"Well, l'm taking the boat out later for a snorkel tour around Dunk Island. That's the one you can see out 
there," he pointed to the land mass not far out to sea. "You're welcome to join us; we have enough room for 
two more." 


"Sounds good," Jon said. 


"Great! Meet us on the driveway at around 10:00 and we'll drive down to the jetty." Seth said, "Hats, sunscreen 
and plenty of water. You can fix up the bill when you check out." 


"Seth!" Trish called from inside. 


"Gotta go, fellas," he shook their hands. "See you at 10:00!" 


"So | guess we're going snorkeling," Richie said, clapping his hands together at the thought. "I'm going to need 
food. Let's eat, Jonny!" He stood up and started inside. 


He felt Jon's fingers just brush over the small of his back as he stood and looked at the array. There was a 


plethora of fresh fruit, cereals, breads and rolls and a warmer with all the hot food. 
"Ooh pancakes!" Jon said with delight, grabbing a plate and adding a small stack with all the trimmings. 


Richie started with a plate of bacon and eggs. They both went back for some fresh mango cheeks and slices of 
toast made with a bread full of seeds, crushed nuts and dried fruit. The coffee was endless. 


"Oh god, I'm gonna drown I've eaten so much," Jon groaned, leaning back in his seat, patting his belly after their 


plates had been removed. "I've decided that mango is my favourite fruit, especially if it's as good as that!" 
Richie was just about to agree when Seth let out a shrill whistle. 

It sent a cacophony of bird life in the trees nearby into action Seth and Trish went to each table and placed 
little bowls into the stands, explaining that one was a wild bird food mixed with a water and a little honey, and 
the other some bird seed and leftover fruit pieces. Within moments the railings were full of squawking birds of 
many colours and sizes, all seeking out the tasty treats. 

Rainbow lorikeets, king parrots and one or two larger species delighted the quests as Trish explained that these 
were wild birds and were not fed every day so that they don't lose their foraging instincts. When they'd 
started the bin'b they tried to discourage the birds from stealing the guests' food, but then decided to make 
it work for them and now the birds come every day to see if they can score a sweet treat. 


Jon chuckled when one lorikeet landed on Richie's head and started nibbling at his hair. 


"Ouch! | should have worn my hat!" he said, his shoulders hunched at the weird feeling of little clawed feet 
tapping around on his head. He looked over at Jon, who was clutching his sides in laughter. 


"At least it hasn't shit on your head!" Jon giggled. 


Something startled the birds enough to make them all fly off with a chorus of deafening screeches, leaving the 


the diners laughing, the comparative silence deafening. 


"Well | guess that's breakfast done," Jon stood and stretched hard, his shirt riding up to expose his belly to 
Richie's gaze, his shorts riding low enough to glimpse his pubes. 


"Jonny!" Richie breathed, "You did that on purpose, didn't you?" 
"Did what, babe?" he winked and started toward the stairs, throwing a saucy look over his shoulder. 


Richie groaned at the sudden heat in his gut, but he resolutely stood and waved a thank you to their hosts, 


and followed Jon down the stairs and into their room. 


Jon reached their door first and opened it, standing back for Richie to go through first. He grabbed his hand 
as he walked passed, halting Richie in his tracks and closing the door firmly behind them, the sound of the lock 
loud in the quiet room. 

Jon pulled Richie back into his arms and kissed him soundly. 


"Mmm I've been wanting to do that all morning, Rich," Jon murmured against his lips. 


"You're such a prick tease, Jonny," Richie groaned, "How can you just about drop your pants up there, and walk 


away like that?" Richie rolled his hips against Jon's. "How can we go out snorkeling with these bad boys?" 


"Easy, baby," Jon said and dropped to his knees in front of Richie, his fingers already working the fastening of 
his shorts and freeing his cock, licking his lips in anticipation 


Richie's head dropped to his chest as Jon took him into his mouth hungrily, slurping and sucking quickly; a 
thirsty man at an oasis. Richie watched Jon through heavy eyelids, his legs shaking, as he worked his mouth 
and hand against his cock. 


"Fuck, Jon- feels good, babe," Richie breathed, "Yeah- yeah just like that! Mmm." 


Jon pulled away, his hand still working Richie, "Its gotta be a quick one right now, baby, but | so want to fuck 
you again tonight. Will you let me, Rich? Please?" 


"Yeah- oh god, Jonny," Richie moaned, "Just- ungh- wait, stop. Up. Stand up." 

Richie pulled Jon up from his knees and quickly released his already leaking cock from his shorts. He said a 
silent prayer for the inventor of velcro fastenings for shorts; the ripping sound loud against the silence. He 
sank one hand into the blonde hair dragging Jon's face in for a hot kiss, his other wrapped firmly around Jon's 
cock, pumping hard. 

"Jesus- fuck," Jon swore, gasping for breath at the pace Richie was setting. 

"You wanted fast, baby," Richie murmured before claiming Jon's lips again, slipping his tongue through them. 
They both fell silent apart from their harsh breathing and broken kisses, concentrating fully on the others’ 
hand on their own body. Richie's fingers curled painfully hard into the back of Jon's neck the closer he got to 


his orgasm, ready to silence their cries moments later. 


Jon whimpered into Richie's mouth and Richie felt him swell before exploding between his fingers, triggering his 
own release, his balls firmly drawn up against his body as they emptied. 


Richie held Jon upright when he felt him sag with the force of his orgasm and the overstimulation of nerve 


endings. 


"Shh Jonny, | gotcha," Richie calmed him. "Just breathe, baby." Richie used the end of his t-shirt to wipe his 


hand, so that he could wrap his arms around Jon and hold him close. 


"Fuck Rich, where'd you learn that?" Jon asked, his face tucked into Richie's shoulder, his hands gripping 
Richie's shoulders. Neither of them caring that they were still standing in the middle of the room, shorts at 
their feet, softening cocks still twitching in aftershocks. 


‘Ive learned a thing or two about expediency when showering with you guys around," he chuckled, "Do you 
know how many times I've jacked off while one of you are in the next shower stall? Especially lately when 


you've been particularly naughty on stage" 

"Really?" he asked, with a chuckle 

"Uh huh," Richie nodded, "Are you alright to stand on your own now?" 

"Yeah, lm okay. You might need a change of shirt though Jon bent to retrieve his shorts from the floor. 


"The way this is going, Jonny, we're going to be buying some more clothes or finding a laundromat," Richie 


chuckled. He striped off the soiled shirt and found another as Jon went to wash his hands. 


Richie joined him as he pulled on the fresh shirt and finished cleaning himself up too. They tussled like kids 
over the sink as they cleaned their teeth together, their bright eyes meeting in the mirror as the toothpaste 
threatened to dribble slightly from their happy grins. 


There was a honk of a car horn, the signal that it was time to go. They grabbed all their stuff before walking 
around to the meeting spot. Seth was there chatting with a small group of similarly dressed older people. A 


quick round of introductions was made before climbing into the small bus for the trip to the boat ramp. 


"Now folks, we'll have about four or five hours in total, out and about today. Most of that will be on the 
water getting to our destination, but since we have a decent sized group, we've arranged for lunch to be 
served at the resort on the island. So we'll be mooring close to one of their beaches so you can either dive 
from the side of the boat or swim to shore to get your land legs back" There were a few chuckles and 
excited murmurs as Seth continued, "Then around |:00 to 1:30, we'll motor around to their jetty and enjoy their 
hospitality. They don't usually allow day visitors into the resort, but | pulled a few strings just for you lot” 


Jon was sitting close to the window, Richie beside him, in the small bus. "Does it feel like we've spent more 


than half our lives in buses?" Jon grinned. 


"You got that right," Richie agreed, sitting as close as possible to Jon's side, "But ours were usually a bit 
bigger than this one." 


The excited chatter rose around them as they took a particularly sharp bend out of the driveway, throwing 
Richie almost off the seat. 


"Sorry folks!" Seth called back, the lack of sincerity in his voice telling that he'd done that more than once 
before today. 


"Maybe | need to hang onto you, Rich?" Jon said quietly, and put his arm around the back of Richie's shoulders 
across the top of the seat and angled his body so that Richie was pulled in closer. To the rest of the 
passengers, it just looked like the blonde giving his friend more room on the seat, to Richie it gave him the 


excuse to surreptitiously place his hand on Jon's leg. 


The short trip down to the jetty was uneventful, and when they came to a stop, Richie exited first since his 
long legs were blocking the aisle and helped the ladies of the group down the small steps. Jon was the last to 
exit and threw Richie's towel in his face with a laugh when he offered his arm as he did with the ladies. "Fuck 


off, Samboral" he swore, then offered an apology when a couple of heads turned his way. 


The small group followed Seth down to the charter boat and climbed aboard. After a safety briefing, it was 


ropes away and the engines motored gently out of the marina before being let loose in the open waters. 


The vessel cut through the clear aquamarine waters with ease heading to a small grotto on Dunk Island. The 
emerald green of the rainforest sat on the edge of the ocean, neatly spliced into two by the white of the sand 
with the odd outcrop of rocks left over from the volcano that was the island's origin. 


Seth slowed the boat to a stop, before throwing the anchors from the bow and stern. "Right folks, so no going 
past the boat here otherwise you'll end up floating off into the Pacific somewhere. If you are underwater and 
hear me tapping on the boat hull, come to the surface so | can do a headcount. I'll do that every half hour or 


So. 


"If you get into trouble in the water, raise your hand high in the air and I'll come to help you. Those who go to 
the beach, please stay where you can see the boat. Oh and try to stay in pairs, but you all seem to be 
coupled up anyway." Seth said, clapping his hands together loudly once. "Right, that's all the serious stuff done. 
The snorkel gear is under that seat. Help yourselves, stay safe, but mostly have fun. You've got two hours." 


The boys allowed the other couples to gear up and slip off the duckboard of the boat as they finished off 
applying their sunscreen which they'd run out of time to do back at the bin'b. Grabbing a mask and snorkel 
each and finding flippers that would fit, they eventually dropped into the cool clear water. 


They were greeted with the mind-blowing sight of amazing colours and structures; huge hard corals, the 
building blocks of the reef, and the softer corals waving in the ebb and flow of the ocean currents. Smaller 
fish darted in and around the massive structures, taking refuge within the fingers. Pairs of clownfish snuggled 
in amongst the tentacles of their chosen anemones. A school of blue-green chromis sparkled in the filtered 


sunlight as they swam past. Angelfish and tangs of many colours and descriptions dazzled the eye. 


Larger fish prowled around the outer edges looking for an easy meal. A huge cod, known as the the labradors 
of the sea, came to investigate and allowed them to gently run their hands under its belly. A small white- 
tipped reef shark cruised by, ignoring the strangers in his world, intent on finding his next snack They swam 


from bommie to reef to sand bed, marvelling at the smallest critter. 


They'd made the requested trips to the surface when the call went out, using them to estimate that they'd 


been swimming for approximately an hour. 


"Let's go to the beach, Rich," Jon said, tiring slightly from the swimming, "before we have to swim back to the 
boat." 


They made the short swim to the shallows and took off their gear before sitting down on the sand. 


"Damn it, Jonny, why haven't we done this before now?" Richie groaned, laying back in sand, his wet shorts 


clinging to his legs. 


"What? Snorkeling the Great Barrier Reef?" Jon chuckled, "Or finally having the fucking nerve to tell each other 


how we feel?" 

"A little of A and whole lot of Bl" Richie smiled and smoothed his hand over Jon's back, safe in the knowledge 
that no one was watching them too closely. "You know what | wish?" Richie rolled to his side and propped his 
head in his hand. 

"What's that?" Jon shielded his eyes from the sun and looking over his shoulder at Richie. 


| wish you still had those cut off jean shorts right about now," Richie slipped his fingers inside the loose leg of 
Jon's board shorts and caressed the damp flesh on the back of his thigh. "Remember those?" 


"I do, but why do want them now?" Jon asked. "You just need to go a little higher and you've got access to 
everything." 


"That may be so," Richie smiled as he slid his hand higher, "but | didn't quite appreciate those shorts back 


then. | know | would today." His fingers searched and gently caressed whatever skin they found. 
"Jesus Rich-" Jon breathed. He shifted restlessly in the sand. 
"Yeah?" Richie asked, his face a picture of innocence as he watched Jon's toes curl into the sand. 


"Enough!" Jon growled and lowered his leg to stop Richie's questing fingers. "We have too much company for 
what | want to do right now." 


“Spoilsport," He grumped good naturedly but withdrew his hand regardless and lay back to enjoy the sun 


Jon rolled to his stomach beside Richie, offering his back to the sun and giving his eyes a break from the 
glare bouncing off the water. "Rich?" Jon said. 


"Hmm?" 

| really do want to kiss you right now," Jon said quietly. 

Richie propped himself up on his elbows and surveyed their surroundings. When he saw that everyone was 
occupied or under the water, he said, "No one's watching us, so what's stopping you?" He moved closer biting 
his lip, waiting for Jon to make the next move. 


"Ah Jesus," Jon cursed again as he slid his lips against Richie's waiting open mouth. 


Richie sought out Jon's fingers and laced them with his as they drank from each other before pulling away 
reluctantly with a sigh. Richie pressed his lips together trying to imprint Jon's taste and feel. 


'Its- its like a compulsion. | need them now, your kisses- you," Jon said softly. 
Richie cupped Jon's cheek, the blonde rubbing into it like a kitten looking for affection 


A whistle pierced the air and the bubble they created around themselves. Richie sat up and saw Seth indicating 
for them to come back to the boat. 


"Damn it! Gotta talk to Seth about his bad timing," Richie grumbled. 


"lIl actually be glad of the swim back," Jon said as he stood, brushing sand from his front, adjusting his semi- 
hard erection outlined by his damp shorts. 


Richie stood also and made his way down to where they'd left their gear. He handed Jon his mask and snorkel, 
slipped his feet into the fins and they both waded back into the refreshing water. They were the last to be 
back onboard the boat as they were the only ones to make it to the beach. 


They hauled themselves up onto the duckboard and handed over the fins to someone in the boat, rinsing out 
the masks and snorkels in the salt water. As they climbed over the stern and onto the deck, they were 
completely oblivious to a couple of ladies elbowing each other in appreciation of the sight of two fit, young men 
on display. 


After a quick headcount, Seth started the motors and weighed anchor, setting off to the resort jetty as the 
passengers discussed their adventures on the reef. Jon and Richie were asked about the beach, but they 
couldn't contribute much as they didn't explore the beach, other than to say it was a good place to rest. 


A buffet of cold meats, salads and fresh seafood was waiting for the hungry swimmers. Fragrant pineapple, 
watermelon and mango tempted the taste buds also. Icy cold drink, beer, wine and fresh juice chilled in buckets 


filled with ice. 


"Oh god, I'm starving!" Richie moaned when he saw the array of food in front of him, grabbed a plate and 
started helping himself. Surprisingly though, they didn't eat as much as they were expecting. Jon, however, 
made sure he had some mango cheeks. 


The small group from the boat enjoyed their lunch after a strenuous morning of snorkeling and before too long 
they were called back for the journey home. Quite a few dozed to the noise of the motors; the swell of the 
water and the dazzle of the sun lulling them into closing their eyes. 

Jon and Richie sat in the back away from most of the others, falling silent but happy to be in each others’ 
company. Richie couldn't wait to be alone with Jon, however, and took every opportunity to touch him. When he 
saw a stray smear of mango in Jon's growing beard, he wiped at it with his thumb, his fingers curled under 
his chin. 


"You're a scruff! Were you keeping that for something?" Richie chuckled. 


‘I've decided mangos are my new favourite food” Jon licked his lips suggestively and his voice lowered. "They 


almost taste as good as your cock." 
"You-" Richie huffed, "you are so bad." 


He turned from the tempting mouth, and distracted himself with the view as Jon continued to chuckle wickedly. 


The First Outing Pt 2 
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Happy Easter kids-enjoy the extra chapter drop. Jxx 


The weary group were docking at the jetty and making the return trip to the bin'b in a tired but happy silence. 


Disembarking from the bus, everyone bid goodbye to each other and retreated to their individual rooms. 


"l'm going to jump in the shower to get the salt off me," Jon said, dumping his hat and sunglasses on the 


coffee table as Richie closed the door. "Care to join me, babe?" 


"Mmm I'll be there soon," he replied. As Jon walked into the bathroom, Richie sat on the couch and reflected 
on the past 24 hours. 


He was amazed that it had only been just over one day that his life had changed, changed forever in the best 
possible way. It felt good; it felt right and he wanted to shout it from the rooftop. He smiled all the way 
through to his heart as he got up from the couch and made his way to the bathroom. 


Dropping his shorts with Jon's on the floor, he stepped into the small shower and wrapped his arms around 


him, holding on tightly. 
Jon leaned back against Richie's body, humming in appreciation "Today was amazing, wasn't it?" Jon said 


"Uh huh, amazing," Richie agreed absently as he bent his head to taste the freckles on Jon's shoulders. He 
wanted to see if they tasted darker than the rest of Jon's skin 


Jon rested his head back against Richie's shoulder, his hand propped against the wall of the shower stall, as 
Richie nibbled at the curve of Jon's shoulder. He ran his hand down Jon's arm and slipped his fingers into his 
before bringing both of their hands across to Jon's stomach. 


"Show me," Richie whispered in Jon's ear, never disentangling their fingers but squeezing gently to encourage 
Jon to move his hand. He moved his other arm around Jon's neck, across his chest, wrapping himself around 


the blonde to circle his nipple in an agonizingly soft touch. 


Richie let Jon take as much time as possible as the water cascaded over them. Richie slowly lapped at the 
rivulets coursing down Jon's neck, the tip of his tongue lazily running up to catch each drop. Eventually the 
hand Richie held moved lower, the soft belly hair changing to crisp curls beneath his fingertips as Jon showed 
Richie what he wanted. 


As their combined hands wrapped around Jon's erection, Richie slowly rolled his hips against the ass in front of 


him, his own cock smoothly gliding between Jon's soapy cheeks. 
"Yeah, Jonny, you like that?" Richie said as Jon's succulent mouth hung open, harsh breaths escaping. 


Jon nodded against his shoulder as his cock bobbed and waved under the spray of the shower. Still entwined 
with his guitarist's, Jon's hand moved to circle his cock. 


Richie could feel Jon's heart thudding beneath his forearm. He let Jon set the pace for his strokes but made 
sure his fingers grazed the sensitive skin gently. Soon, however, Richie stilled their hands and moved Jon's 
away before he took over. When Jon's head dropped to his chest, Richie was actually happy Jon had cut his 
hair because it gave him the opportunity to kiss the back of his neck unencumbered as he stroked Jon's 


erection. 


"Mmm feels- so good, Rich," Jon murmured, turning his head for a kiss, his bottom lip firmly sucked in 
between his teeth, his eyes feverish with desire. 


Richie stopped stroking, both hands moving to Jon's obliques before dragging up his body, stopping to lightly 
pull on his chest hair. Continuing his journey down his arms, he placed Jon's hands against the wall. "Don't 


move!" he growled and Jon whimpered. 


Richie's hands moved down the muscled back, his mouth trailing hot open-mouthed kissed down Jon's spine. He 
knelt down behind Jon, his ass pale against the darker skin from the hours in the sun today. 


He gently placed his thumbs in the indents on either side of his spine. They fit perfectly, he mused absently, 
like they were two parts of a whole as he dug his other fingers into Jon's flesh. His fingers bit hard, 
subconsciously wanting to mar the perfection of the skin. Jon sucked in a surprised, shaky breath at the 


sudden pain. Richie took a perverse joy that there would be bruises tomorrow. 


"Oh! Gentle, Richie, gentle," Jon begged as Richie kneaded the globes, separating them to his view and the flood 


of water across the sensitive skin "Rich- oh!" 

Richie kissed the base of Jon's spine, rubbing his chin between the cheeks before dipping his tongue into the 
crevice. He felt a shiver run through Jon before he pushed back against his face. Richie took it as an invitation 
to continue, his tongue and mouth tasting and exploring, his hands spreading Jon's ass wide for better access. 
Richie saw Jon move his own hand down to his erection to stroke himself. 


"God Rich- please," Jon cried when Richie moved his tongue lower. 


Richie flicked over Jon's puckered muscle, feeling it clench under his touch. He sent his tongue out over and 


over; circling, flicking, and tasting. He gently bit on the flesh to one side. 


Jon bucked hard when Richie scraped his stubbled chin over that protected area. "Oh Rich, that's so good! So 


fucking good!" 


"Turn around, Jonny," Richie instructed and tapped Jon on the hip, feeling himself getting close, just from eating 
Jon and touching himself intermittently. He vaguely noted the water starting to cool. 


When Jon turned, his blue eyes burned with an icy fire, his hair slicked to his head from the shower, he 
leaned against the wall for support. "Fucking suck me, babe. Please! Before | explode." Jon reached for Richie's 
head, tangling his fingers into his hair. 


"Mmm, okay," Richie murmured against Jon's tip. "Only since you asked so nicely, though." He opened his mouth 
and slipped over the smooth head quickly, sinking as low as possible before Jon hit the back of his throat. 


He sucked hard on the way back up, hollowing his cheeks and popping off with a loud smack. Dropping back down 
swiftly, he swirled his tongue around Jon's length, the blonde's knees almost buckling with a curse as he hit 
every sensitive spot. Richie stroked himself to the same rhythm as he edged closer to the final stroke that 
was going to take him to the ultimate ecstasy. 


"Ah fuck- Rich, baby, I'm-" Jon started to say, but his orgasm stole the words from his throat, his hot seed 
filling Richie's mouth. 


Richie heard Jon moments before he felt him swell between his lips, the salty goodness coating his tongue. He 
swallowed around Jon's pumping cock, causing the singer to groan deeply. That set off a visceral reaction within 
Richie and he felt himself slide off into his own orgasm. He pulled off Jon with a gasp and knelt back on his 
heels again, stroking himself steadily. He exploded through his own fingers, hot and sticky, his whole body 
tingling. 


"Yeah, Rich- that's it baby," Jon whispered in awe above him, as he felt Jon's fingers caress his scalp as he 


watched Richie pulse in his own hand. 
Richie rested his head in Jon's hand, his eyes closed as he gathered his senses again 


"Stand up, Rich," Jon's voice broke through the inky blackness. Jon was holding his other hand out to help 
Richie stand. 


When he did stand, Jon enveloped him within his arms, his tongue forcing its way into his mouth and taking 
deep licks, trying to taste himself on Richie's tongue. Richie reached out, still playing dentist with Jon's tongue, 
and turned the water off. 


"God Rich, | never thought our sex life would be so-" Jon broke away to take a breath, "amazing." 
"We have a sex life now," Richie mused out loud, his mind a little bit blown. He stepped out of Jon's embrace 


and out of the shower, grabbing a towel to start drying off. He didn't see Jon's confused look as he dried his 
hair. He wrapped the towel around his waist and left the bathroom, laying down on the bed. 


"You okay, Rich?" Jon asked a few moments later, similarly dressed, or not dressed. 

"Yeah- yeah, l'm just tired all of a sudden," he replied with a half smile, patting the bed beside him, "I'm going 
to have a quick nap. Will you join me?" Richie placed one arm over his eyes, the other across the bed under 
Jon's pillow. 

"Yeah, okay," Jon said unsurely, climbing on the bed facing Richie. After a few moments he said, "Rich?" 
"Hmm?" Richie hummed. 

"What's going on in that head of yours?" Jon asked. 

"Nothing," Richie sighed to himself. He couldn't grasp the problem himself, so how could he explain it to Jon? 
Within the space of two days, they'd gone from friends; best friends, to having a sex life together. Were they 
lovers or just friends with benefits, fuck buddies? He had to admit the sex was amazing. Having Jon in his ass 
this morning was mind-blowing and he wanted to do the same to Jon in the shower just now, but something 
held him back. Jon had mentioned the L word yesterday. He loved Jon too, but was it Love with a capital 'L?' 
"Can | ask why you didn't fuck me just now?" Jon asked. 

"The condoms were out here," he said, grappling with an explanation. He turned his head to look at Jon, 
regretting it instantly when he saw the doubt in those beautiful eyes. He rolled to face Jon, running his fingers 
through the damp blond tresses. "Jonny, there's plenty of time, right? We had an early start this morning so 


I'm just feeling a bit weary. You had an extra two hours sleep, remember?" 


Jon didn't say anything for the longest time before he nodded, leaned over and kissed Richie quickly, "Then 


sleep, babe. We'll go get something for dinner when we wake up." 


Richie smiled and rolled back, bringing Jon with him, who settled his head on his chest and his arm across his 
belly. 


"Hmm | like this," Jon murmured, "I can hear your heartbeat." 


Richie kissed the top of Jon's head and drifted off to sleep with his nose buried in Jon's hair. 


The First Picnic 
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When Richie woke, Jon was no longer in the bed, but dressed and sitting outside, similar to what he'd been 
doing this morning. He felt refreshed, maybe not with his thoughts, but at least he wasn't bone weary any 
longer. He stretched hard, groaning and yawning loudly, drawing Jon's attention inside. Richie sat on the side of 
the bed and scrubbed at his face, oblivious to the fact the towel had come loose. 


"What time is it?" he asked as Jon came inside. 


"Almost 6," Jon said, ruffling Richie's hair as he walked past. "You must have been tired. I've already been to 


get some wine. Figured we'd get burgers to go and have a picnic on the beach." 

"You've been out?" Richie asked, still a little sleep-foggy. 

"Yeah," Jon smiled fondly. "You were pushing up z's. | just locked you in" 

Jon passed him a glass of water first, making sure he drank it all before handing over a cold glass of wine. 

"Oh that's good," Richie smacked his lips as he tasted the wine before placing the glass on the bedside table. He 
rose off the bed, grabbed the still damp towel and headed to the bathroom naked with Jon's eyes following 
him. 

When he emerged a few moments later, he reached for a pair of shorts and pulled them on. 


"Did you sleep much, Jonny?" Richie asked, rubbing his eyes. 


"Enough," Jon nodded. "While | was out | also bought a beach blanket to sit on. | figured it won't go astray while 


we're travelling." 
"Good thinking," Richie said, taking another drink of the white wine. "What time do you want to head out?" 


"Whenever you're up for it," Jon said, walking back outside to sit. He was picking at his fingers, like he usually 


did when he was anxious or nervous. 


Richie sensed something was up with Jon, but he wasn't coherent enough to be able to pinpoint the problem. 


He grabbed his glass and guitar and wandered outside to join Jon in the courtyard. 


They sat in silence, both lost in their own thoughts but unconsciously playing the same songs as the sky 
started to soften. Richie's stomach growled lustily. Jon shot him a startled glance before they both laughed. 


"| guess you're ready for dinner, huh?" Jon chuckled. 


"Yeah, | guess so," Richie replied, "Do you want me to drive since I've only had a half glass?" He indicated to his 
glass as he stood up. 


"I'd say we could walk, but then the food would be cold by the time we got back," Jon nodded. 


They readied themselves and within a few minutes were in the car and pulling out of the driveway to head into 


the township. Jon directed Richie to the shop and pulled into a car park just outside the door. 


They ordered two burgers with the works, intrigued with the concept of beetroot, pineapple and a fried egg as 
toppings, and a side order of hot chips. They waited for their meal to be made out the back of the shop, 
music blaring loudly from one of the Cairns radio stations. 


They looked at each other and started chuckling when "Wanted" started playing. They listened to the guy 
cooking the burgers sing along to their song in an off-key warble at the top of his lungs. The girl behind the 
counter had been watching them and gave them a curious look of slight recognition as she handed over their 


completed order. 


Sensing that their cover was soon to be blown, Jon smiled, lowered his sunglasses and winked at the girl, 
crooking his finger at her. When she leaned forward, he kissed the surprised girl on the cheek and quickly 
signed her order pad. Richie, who was holding the order in one large hand, laughed and signed the docket too. 
With a "Thanks, darlin" they both quickly headed out of the shop leaving the girl gaping from shock. 


The trip back was short, though it felt longer with the aroma of fresh burgers filling their nostrils. They 
quickly grabbed the blanket, wine bottle and glasses, kicked off their shoes and headed down to the beach to 
eat. 

Jon spread the blanket out at the base of a palm tree where the lawn met the sand. They sat, Richie 
spreading the food out, Jon pouring the wine. They opened the wrappers on their burgers, marvelling at the 
stack of food within the bread roll. Fried onion juice, mingled with pineapple and beetroot juices and ran down 
their fingers and arms, the egg yolk joining the party once bitten into. 

"Mm- my god! This is delicious," Richie moaned in appreciation and licked his lips. 


"You're just really hungry," Jon mumbled with his mouth full. 


"Don't you like it?" Richie asked. He tried picking up his glass with two of his less sticky fingers, but ended up 


getting it dirty anyway. 
"Its weird," was all Jon answered. 


"IFs like the main meal and dessert in one juicy burger," Richie chortled, snagging a hot chip and popping it in 
his mouth. 


"Aw | wanted to be your dessert," Jon flirted before inhaling a mouthful of chips. "I like the fries." 
"Yeah, they taste like chicken," Richie picked one up. "Look, yellow salt?" He shrugged before biting into it. 


Before long the food was gone; Jon had been hungrier than he thought. Rolling up the papers and bags, Richie 
walked away looking for a rubbish bin 


When he got back, Jon was down at the water's edge washing his hands. He watched as Jon made his way back 
up the beach toward him, his hair being whipped away from his face. He smiled upon seeing Richie waiting for 
him and Richie's heart flip-flopped in his chest. 


"Hey you," Jon said slipping his arms around Richie's waist and softly kissing his lips. Pulling back, Jon reached 
up and gently swept the hair from Richie's eyes, searching for something before pulling him in again, deepening 


the kiss as they stood in the fading light. 


"Mmm you taste good," Jon smacked his lips, "A bit like a burger." He moved from away Richie and sat on the 
blanket using the tree as a backrest. He patted the spot between his legs. "Come and sit with me Rich." He 


poured more wine and gave Richie his glass when he'd sat down. 
Richie leaned back against Jon, cradled within his bent legs, resting his head on his shoulder. They both sipped 
at their wine as the evening drew in around them. The moon rose from the horizon casting a pale glow over 


the beach, the milky way spread across the sky, sparkling brightly. 


"Rich?" Jon breathed into Richie's ear. Jon had been playing absently with Richie's long hair and nuzzling into his 


neck as they sat in a comfortable silence. 

"Hmm?" 

"Do you know how much I've wanted to run my fingers through your hair like this? To kiss your sweet lips 
and hold you in my arms?" Jon murmured his sweet nothings into Richie's ear, punctuating each comment with 


a kiss to his neck. 


Richie shivered with goosebumps as Jon's hot breath ghosted over his neck. He chuckled lightly and said, 


"Sounds like a song lyric, Jonny." 


They both fell silent as they unconsciously worked the words in their minds, independently sorting and 


arranging them. 


"What about-" Richie spoke up first. "What I'd give to run my fingers through your hair, to touch your lips 


and hold you near?" 

"That's great Rich, but we're on vacation. We shouldn't be working." Jon kept stroking his hair. 

"Then stop whispering the perfect lines in my ear, babe," Richie grinned up at Jon over his shoulder. 

"My great seduction lines, huh?" Jon grinned. "Are they working, Rich?" 

"Always, baby," Richie said softly. "Always." 

He turned sideways in Jon's legs and gently kissed him. The softness of the evening paled in comparison to 
Jon's mouth as his lips slid across them over and over again His hand slipped under Jon's shirt and over his 
belly, up to his chest, sifting his fingers through the hair to find a nipple and barely brushing his thumb over 
it. 

Jon moved to straddle Richie's lap as he continued his gentle exploration. "Oh | love that," Jon sighed. "I'll die a 
happy man if you do that everyday." They spent more time kissing and finding out where each other liked to 


be touched as the stars came out and the breeze picked up. 


‘lm glad we have this time together Jonny," Richie said when they pulled away finally. Somehow they had ended 
up lying down on the blanket. 


"Me too," Jon replied, "but l'm starting to get a bit chilled | think | got too much sun today. Do you mind if we 


head inside?" 


"Not at all," Richie said, and checked his watch. "Damn, its almost midnight. We've been out here for ages" He 
disentangled himself and stood up, holding his hand out to help Jon up. They gathered up the glasses and bottle 
and shook out the blanket. 


"Geez Rich, what did you do to my ass in the shower today?" Jon groaned as they started walking back to the 


room hand in hand. "It hurts, man" 


"Oh! Um- yeah- about that, | ah- " Richie hesitated, he'd forgotten his lust had caused him to be a little 
rough with his fingers, "Yeah, you're going to be bruised, Jonny. Consider it payback for the scratches." 


Leaving the blanket outside on the chairs, they cleaned up the glassware before they readied themselves for 


sleep. 


"Fuck! Look at those bruises!" Jon gasped when he saw his naked ass in the bathroom mirror. 


Richie made it to bed first and waited in the dark for Jon to join him, the paleness of his skin from his hips to 
his knees a contrast to his top half. Richie couldn't help but chuckle. 


"Chuckle it up, big boy," Jon smirked, climbing in beside Richie. 


"Damn it Jonny, | wouldn't have done it if your ass wasn't so goddamn perfect!" Richie chuckled and tried to 
get his hands on said perfect ass, which turned into a tickle fight. 


"Can we not go at each other like wildcats every time?" Jon wondered out loud. "Like on the beach tonight. That 


was nice." 
"Maybe not for the first few decades," Richie answered, 
Jon laughed as Richie resumed his torture with his fingers. 


He ended up on top of Jon at the end of their brief tussle and with a sigh and a kiss, he whispered, "I love you, 
Jonny." 


‘| love you too, Rich," Jon smiled, and with a yawn said, "Now roll over and go to sleep, babe." 
Richie rolled off Jon and onto his side, Jon snuggling in behind him and wrapping his arms around him, falling 


asleep almost instantly. Richie followed shortly after that, lulled to sleep by the feel of Jon's breath on his 


shoulder. 


The First Night(mare) 


"Richie! Richie, where are youl" Jon was yelling, "Riiiichieee! No! No, nononono | can't lose you now! Where are 


you?" 


Richie woke with a start when one of Jon's flailing arms collected him across the face. He rolled over to find 


Jon still asleep, but in the clutches of a nightmare, sweat across his brow, limbs thrashing, sobbing. 
"Jon!" Richie tried to gently wake him, "Jonny, wake up!" 

"Rich! Oh god! | can't see you, where are you?" Jon sobbed again. 

"Jonny! Wake up! JON!" Richie sat up and shook him awake. He was starting to get concerned. 


Jon gasped and sat bolt upright, his eyes flew open before consciousness slowly seeped in, his nightmare 
dissolving around him. He flung his arms around Richie's neck, holding on tightly. 


"Fuck Richie! | thought I'd lost you! | thought I'd never see you again!" Jon gasped, the spectre of his dream 
still hanging on. 


"Shh its alright. It was just a dream," Richie soothed. "Take a deep breath, Jonny. You're almost 
hyperventilating. Wanna tell me about it when you're ready?" 


"| dreamt I'd lost you on the reef today." Jon took a few deep breaths to compose himself before he started, 
"Swimming back to the boat. The- there was a freak wave or something. You disappeared and- and | was trying 
to find you. | couldn't see you." 


"Shh, baby," Richie murmured. He placed kisses on Jon's temple and forehead. 


"I thought I'd never kiss your lips again, and now that I've tasted them-" Jon said, his voice still wavering, "l 


thought I'd never make love to you again" 


"Oh Jonny, don't worry. We're going to make love so many more times. So many. Our dicks will fall off due to 


wear and tear" 
Jor's last sniffle transformed into a chuckle. "God | love you, Rich" He wiped his eyes with the heel of his palm 
‘Love you too," Richie sighed. He lay them both back down onto the pillows, "Are you okay now?" 

"Uh huh," Jon nodded 


Richie gently brushed a lock of hair from Jon's eyes. He followed his hairline to his ear and traced one fingertip 


around the delicate shell of Jon's ear, down to the soft, fleshy lobe so brutally pierced years earlier. 


"Thank god, Jonny," Richie said quietly, still measuring the weight of the earlobe between his fingers as he 


spoke, "You scared me. No more nightmares, huh?" 


Richie leaned into Jon and kissed the corner of his eyes softly, tasing the salty tears still clinging to his lashes. 
He felt Jon's hands brush up over his biceps, one squeezing, the other continuing up into his hair. A sigh 
escaped Jor's lips, ghosting across his cheek as he continued the slow exploration of Jon's face with his lips. 


He moved to settle between Jon's thighs and nuzzled his nose against Jon's teasingly before taking his mouth, 
his lips barely touching the eager ones beneath him. 


"Richie- " Jon breathed, "More." Jon's fingers dug painfully into his hair and arm. 


This was it, Richie realized as he reached up to his head and gently disentangled Jon's fingers, linking them with 
his own fingers and holding them beside Jon's head on the pillow as he continued his slow assault on his mouth. 
This was the perfect moment to make love to Jon 


The blonde hooked a leg around the back of Richie's knee, drawing him in closer. As Jon mentally relaxed out of 


his nightmare, his body started waking to Richie's attentions. 


When Richie felt Jon's erection coming to life between their bodies, it was all he could do not to grind himself 
hard against it. He wanted Jon to be completely free of the haunting images in his head. He sucked Jon's 
bottom lip between his teeth, nipping slightly, his eyes meeting Jon's in the inky darkness. 


Richie found Jon's other hand and clasped it to the other side of Jon's head, his weight now resting completely 
on Jon. He undulated his hips slightly as his mouth moved to Jon's jawline, grazing his teeth over the short 
beard, moving slowly up to that spot beneath his ear. 


"You taste so good, Jonny," Richie whispered near his ear, feeling a shudder go through the body under his. Jon 
tried to free his hands, but Richie held on tight. 


He wasn't finished feasting on the deliciousness beneath him. He nipped and tasted the length of Jon's neck, 
sucking flesh into his mouth, knowing it would bruise slightly. He laved his tongue up over his Adam's apple 
when Jon swallowed heavily. As Jon threw back his head into the pillows, he took advantage and dipped his 
tongue into the hollow at the base of his neck and trailed it further down the centre of his chest: 


Richie crossed Jon's wrists and let go of his fingers, "Stay there," he ordered as he used his arms to give 
himself some leverage so that he could move his attentions to Jon's inner arms and down to his armpits and 
ribcage. He was determined to show Jon how much he loved him, not with a quick fuck but a long meaningful 


session of lovemaking. 


By the time he'd made his way to Jon's belly, Richie had him writhing underneath him, gasping and moaning at 


every touch and he hadn't even laid a finger or his tongue on any of the places Jon was begging him to. He 
pushed himself to his knees between Jon's legs as he took a moment to appreciate the wonton mess he'd 
created in the moonlight. 


"Fuck Jonny!" Richie exclaimed, "You look- God! | don't have the words to do you justice at the moment" 

"You don't have words? You're a songwriter, Richie," Jon teased his lover with a mischievous smile. 

"Not right now, I'm not," Richie breathed. 

He reached to the nightstand and located the lube and a condom, laying them both beside his knees 
temporarily. When did his hands start shaking? He rubbed them against his own legs in nervousness before 
trailing them up from Jon's ankles, over his bent knees and onto his spread thighs. 

He sifted his fingertips through the crisp curls at the base of Jon's erection, before wrapping his long fingers 
around it, stroking it with a steady rhythm. He watched a drop of pearly fluid drip slowly to his belly as Jon 
moaned softly. His own penis jumped in response, aching from the fullness, his balls hanging heavily between his 
legs. 

Using Jon's own slippery fluid and some of his own, he coated his fingers and spread some between Jon's ass, 
his fingers playing a slow dance over his puckered hole. He looked up at Jon for approval and their eyes met 
for an intense moment. 


"Yesss!" Jon hissed. 


Richie watched Jon's face as he slowly, gently pushed his finger through, surprised at how easy it was. Jon 
didn't flinch as expected, just a groan as he opened up easily. 


"God, Rich," Jon moaned, "Feels better than anything I've used before." 


"Used before?" Richie asked, almost absently as he was amazed at the intensity of the moist heat surrounding 
his finger as he slid his digit in and out. 


‘I've been hoping for this night for a while, ooh- so-" Jon explained breathlessly, "lve been stretching myself. 
With plugs, dildos, stuff like that. | always imagined it was you, though, not some impersonal piece of latex." 


Richie had a feeling Jon was blushing under the cover of darkness, just by the inflections in his voice. "ls that 


right? Dildos, huh?" Richie questioned with a sly smile. 


"Babe, have you forgotten that I've seen you naked?" Jon chuckled, "| wanted to be ready for that monster you 
keep hidden in your pants." 


"It ain't hiding now, babe!" Richie palmed himself in time with his strokes over Jon 


"I know, so c'mon already," Jon impatiently hurried him along, "Can | move my arms now?" 
"Yeah, yeah of course!" 


Jon immediately sat up and grabbed the condom, ripped it open and surprised Richie by rolling it on him, "Good, 


coz | want you- now!" he breathed heavily, reaching for the bottle next. 


When he'd finished with the lube, Richie grasped Jon's head and kissed him hard as they fell back onto the 
mattress. Jon reached for Richie's cock and guided him to his entrance, his legs hooking around Richie's legs 


and drew him closer, urging him on and in. 


Richie braced his elbows and drew back to look at Jon, his clear blue eyes showed no trace of the demons of 
his earlier nightmare. They both cursed as Richie pushed through. Richie was overwhelmed with feelings and 
sensations, an almost-sob breaking from him as he kissed Jon and slowly worked himself into the welcoming 


body. 


"Welcome home, babe,” Jon whispered as he rocked himself against Richie, trying to increase the tempo of 


their coupling. 
Richie knew how life changing this was; he was always considered the ladies‘ man of the group, but that all 
paled in comparison to making love with Jon now. Maybe it was the emotional connection that made it all the 


more sweet and meaningful. He wasn't sure but it was an amazing feeling. 


Richie's pace was slow and easy as much for his own benefit as Jon's. He wanted to feel every stroke, every 
slide, and every give of Jon's body. His kisses matched his hips; nothing was rushed in this moment. 


He felt himself brush over that hidden patch of nerves time and time again and watched Jon come apart in 
front of his eyes. His blonde head pressed back into the pillow, his eyes squeezed shut and his bottom lip 
firmly lodged between his teeth. 


"That's it, baby," Richie murmured, lapping at a bead of sweat running down Jon's temple, "Nice and slow, 


darlin’. We've got all the time in the world." 


He took Jon right to that brink of orgasm several times before finally allowing them both to fall headfirst into 
the chasm. 


"Rich- l- please, | can't hold on- " Jon whimpered breathlessly. 
"You don't have to hold on anymore baby," Richie said, "I'm right there with you." 


With one final hard thrust, Richie smothered Jon's cries with his kisses as their almost simultaneous orgasms 


exploded between them. 


The new couple laid together later with limbs draped over each other in exhaustion after the practicalities of 
cleaning up were taken care of. As the deep dark of night gave way to the slight blush of early dawn, the two 


lovers’ caresses, kisses and smiles slowly morphed into sleep. 


The First Goodbye 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you again to the beautiful jules_ohara for her marvelous editing on my atrocious punctuation. xxx 


Jon woke with a start at the shrill whistle from above followed by the screech of birds. The sun was already 
shining in through the curtains, slanting across his face with each puff of seabreeze. He looked over at Richie 
lying on his stomach, face buried in his pillow. His dark hair had fallen over his face. 


"Richie." 
"Hmm," he said sleepily. He cracked an eye open when he felt a tickle over the side of his face. "Jonny," he 


sighed when he saw him once the curtain of hair had been moved. Jon had swept it away from his face and 


tucked it behind his ear. 
"Morning, Rich," Jon said softly. 


‘Mornin’ baby," Richie mumbled. "Any more nightmares?" His recollection of Jon being stuck in his bad dream 


came back to him in an instant. 
"Nah, you scared ‘em away pretty good," Jon smiled, "but | think we missed breakfast." 


"Don't care," Richie shrugged, which buried him further into the pillow. He didn't want to wake up just yet, but 
shuffled his pillow further under his head, "How long to check out?" 


"Still got a couple of hours," Jon said after checking the clock beside the bed, "We can pick something up on the 


way." 
"Hmm, ‘kay," Richie agreed, his eyes sliding shut again. He was so comfortable and still sated from last night. He 
knew now that Jon was awake, he probably wouldn't go back to sleep. He dozed back into a light sleep to the 


feel of Jon's fingers stroking his arm. 


It didn’t feel like any time had elapsed when Jon was shaking him to wake up again. It had actually been over an 


hour. 
"C'mon sleepyhead," Jon grinned, "We need to get moving. Go jump under the shower while | pack up." 
"Don't wanna," he grumbled but still rolled over and sat up. He sat there and scrubbed his hands over his face 


as Jon, naked as the day he was born, moved around the small space gathering discarded clothes and 


belongings. 


Richie stood and stretched before making his way into the shower, grabbing Jon by the wrist on the way and 
dragging him along, laughing all the way. 


"What are you doing, Rich?" Jon laughed. 


"You swing that naked ass if front of me and you wonder what I'm doirt," Richie smirked. "Not very switched 


on this morning, are ya, sunshine?" 
"We don't have time for that," Jon chuckled, but his body had already betrayed his protests. 


“Then we just ‘shower'," Richie said, using finger quotes, before dragging Jon under the warm water and into 


his arms, hauling him up close to his body. Their mouths met softly. 
"Ugh, one of us has morning breath," Jon chuckled with a wrinkled nose. 


"Get used to it, babe," Richie smacked him on the ass. He held on to Jon's hips, however, and slipped and slid 
their wet bodies over each other. Jon dropped his eyes to watch the dance their eager penises were doing 


under the spray of the shower. 


When Jon looked up at him again, he could see how dark his blue eyes had become in such a short amount of 
time. Richie cupped the back of Jon's head and kissed him as he engulfed both erections in his larger hand and 
bought them both off quickly. 


"Jesus, Rich, you know how to get the job done quickly!" Jon huffed, still catching his breath. 
"I blame the boss, he sets the tour schedule so tightly," Richie chuckled. 
"Hmm gonna have to allow more travel time after the shows from now on," Jon mused. 


Richie grabbed the shower gel and started washing, handing it over to Jon, then started singing a Beatles 


classic. 


If | fell in love with you 

Would you promise to be true 
And help me understand 

Cos I've been in love before 
And | found that love was more 


Than just holding hands 


If | give my heart to you 


| must be sure 


From the very start 


That you would love me more than her 


If | trust in you oh please 
Don't run and hide 

If | love you too oh please 
Don't hurt my pride like her 
Cos | couldn't stand the pain 


And | would be sad if our new love was in vain 


Richie didn't notice that Jon had paused to listen as he had his head back to rinse the shampoo from his hair. 
The rest of the words gurgled under the water. 


"Do you think I'd hurt you, Rich?" Jon asked, a slight frown creased his brow. 


"What? No!" Richie exclaimed as he scraped the water from his hair, "Babe, it was just a random selection of 


song. You know it's a jukebox up here," he tapped his head, "put the money in, and hit the buttons." 
Jon nodded, finished washing and stepped out of the shower, reaching for a towel. 
"Ahh Jonny," Richie sighed, turning off the taps and stepping out also. 


He stepped in front of Jon and hooked a finger under his chin. He searched for a clue as to what brought this 
sudden doubt on in Jon, but seeing nothing clouding his blue eyes he dropped a kiss on the tip of his nose and 
his forehead and started singing again. 


You see this guy, this guy's in love with you 
Yes l'm in love who looks at you the way | do 


When you smile | can tell we know each other very 


Well 


Jon rolled his eyes, smiling and tried to unsuccessfully shake free of Richie's hold. 


How can | show you I'm glad | got to know you cause 
I've heard some talk they say you think l'm fine 

This guy's in love and what I'd do to make you mine 
Tell me now is it so don't let me be the last to 
Know 


"Burt Bacharach? Really?" Jon grinned even wider. 


My hands are shaking don't let my heart keep 
Breaking cause 

| need your love, | want your love 

Say you're in love, in love with this guy, if not 
l'Il just die 


Richie finished by twirling Jon around as best he could in the small bathroom, Jon ending up sitting on the 
closed toilet seat with Richie down on one knee in front of him, arms spread wide. They were both in fits of 
giggles by the end. 

"Dear God, what have | got myself into?" Jon raised his eyes and and his hands skyward, looking for an answer. 
"I love it when you smile, Jonny, but," Richie sighed, "I love it even more when I'm the reason 

"You're too cute," Jon smiled broadly, "Can | keep you?" 

"I hope so," Richie said pushing himself up off the floor and kissing Jon square on the mouth. "I don't go around 
singing and dancing naked in a bathroom with just anyone, you know? Go on with you, go get dressed, Jonny, I'm 
horngry!" 


"You're what?" Jon turned back around in the door way. 


"Horngry! Horny and hungry, now get moving, Jonny,” Richie explained, gathering his stuff from the bathroom 
to pack. 


He dressed quickly and stuffed the rest of his gear in his bag. They were both ready to leave within a half 
hour and loaded their bags and guitar cases into the back of the car before going to settle the remainder of 


the account. 


They walked into the reception area more relaxed than when they arrived. Jon had a permanent smile on his 


face since their middle-of-the-night entanglement. He was still in a bit of a daze so Richie rang the bell. 
"Won't be long, boys!" Trish called out from another part of the office. 


Jon rested his head on Richie's shoulder as they waited. 


"You okay?" Richie asked as he kissed the top of Jon's head. 
"Yeah, just still a bit weary from yesterday and this morning, | guess," Jon replied. 
"Are you sore at all from last night?" Richie had worried, slipping his arm around Jon's shoulders. 


"No last night was great. I'm glad you took it slow. It was perfect actually," Jon placed his hand on Richie's 
belly. "Just like | dreamed it would be." 


"| loved it too. You want me to drive for a while this morning?" Richie asked. 
"Yeah, maybe," Jon shrugged. "I'll see how | feel once we've eaten something." 


"Good morning you two! Sorry | took so long," Trish said as she bustled in from down the hall. "You're checking 


out today?" 
"Yeah, gotta keep moving south." Richie confirmed, "We're on a tight schedule." 


“That's a shame," she said, sorting out payments, "We'll miss your singing from downstairs. Great selection this 


morning, by the way." 
"Oh! You heard us?" Jon said. "We usually stay in the bigger hotels-" he trailed off. 


"IFs okay, it was great to watch two young people fall in love," Trish beamed. "So who sang the Gershwin 
yesterday?" 


Jon raised his hand. 
‘One of my favourites! You did a great job on it." she said. 
"You've got good acoustics in that bathroom," Richie chuckled 


"Well, we're all done here now." She handed over the receipts, "I hope you had a great time here, will we see 


you back again one day?" 


"Oh best two days of our lives, so I'm pretty sure we'll be back," Jon smiled, "Thanks for squeezing us in last 


minute, and to Seth for the reef trip yesterday. Now to find some breakfast." He turned to Richie as he spoke. 


"Oh! We have some excess breakfast muffins, if you'd like to take those?" Trish offered and hurried out to the 
kitchen when they agreed. 


She came back with a bag of freshly warmed bacon and egg English muffins, blueberry scones, perfectly ripe 


mango slices, and two takeaway cups of coffee, remembering how they had it from yesterday's breakfast. 
"Here you go, gotta keep young people in love fed properly. You need your energy, right?" 


After she'd handed the cups to the blushing Jon and the bag of food to the smiling Richie, he swept her up 


into a big hug as a thank you, leaving her blushing from her toes to hairline. 


They climbed into the car and pulled out of the driveway, making their way back through the township to the 
highway. 


Jon opened the bag and was blown away at the sheer volume of food. "So Rich, what do you want to start 
with first? Scone, muffin or- nope, you don't get the mango," Jon chuckled, smacking his lips at the sight of 
the juicy fruit. 


"Can you pass me a bacon and egg thing first?" Richie held his hand out, keeping the other on the wheel of the 
car, "Damn the sun is hot this morring, first chance | get I'm taking my shirt off" 


They'd put the top down on the car to get maximum effect from the breeze and the views, but also the sun, 


for better or worse. 

"Yeah sounds good," Jon agreed, "Remind me to dig out the sunscreen" 

They'd made a plan of heading to Townsville, the next major city along the coast, which was only about four 
hours away. The lush tropical rainforest gave way to cane fields and banana plantations as they wound their 
way west from the coast to the main highway. 

"So since everyone heard us singing, do you think they heard us- you know-" 

"Getting it on?" Richie grinned. "Fucking? Screwing? Doin’ it? Making sweet sweet love?" 

Jon visibly shivered. "Ya think?" he asked. 

Richie had to admit that he felt a bit proud that they might have been heard. "You are a loud moaner, Jonny." 
Jon almost choked on his muffin. "Richie!" 

He also liked when he made Jon blush. "Or they saw us kissing on the beach. Or the courtyard," Richie added. 
"Making out?" Jon joined the game. "Canoodling? Fondling? Fooling around?" 


Richie reached over and rubbed Jon's thigh. "Keep talking, Jonny. Keep talking.’ 


Passing through small farming communities and townships, the road wove back through the eucalypt woodlands 


and tropical savannahs toward the coast again to Cardwell. 


They ate most of the warmed food, and Jon slurped on the mango pieces deliberately, making Richie squirm in 


the driver's seat, and kept the scones for later that day. 


"Jonny, hold the wheel while | get this shirt off," Richie asked, "Then you can put some sunscreen on while | 


drive." 


"Sure," Jon took hold of the steering wheel briefly, "but you know what happened last time | rubbed cream into 


you." He snorted at his own double entendre. 
"You're so bad, babe," Richie grinned and took the wheel back. 


He felt so alive and free right now. The wind was whipping his hair around, the sun was warming his body and 


the only person in the world he wanted was sitting beside him as they cruised down the highway. 


They'd been driving for a couple of hours, stopping occasionally for road works. The radio had been cranked and 
Jon had laid his seat back slightly, closed his eyes and zoned out for a while. About 20 kilometres out from 
Cardwell, Richie saw a sign to Cardwell Forest Drive and Rock Pools and on the spur of the moment, took the 


exit figuring they both needed to stretch their legs and cool off. 
"Where are we going?" Jon asked, slightly groggily as soon as Richie hit the first of the rougher road. 


"Taking a detour to go see some waterfalls; maybe take a swim?" Richie said as he concentrated on the 


partially sealed road. 


"Sure. Then | can take over the driving for a while." Jon agreed, righting his seat as they bumped over the 
rough road, the air cooler as they drove further into the rainforest altitudes of the Cardwell Ranges. 


Following the signs into the National Park, they pulled into the rough carpark with only a couple of other 
vehicles. Walking hand in hand in an easy silence, stopping occasionally to read the information plaques about the 
different flora and fauna and the history of the area, it didn't take them long to reach the bottom of the 
designated track which opened out onto the base of the falls. The rock pools made for natural spas as the 


water cascaded into them, bubbling and frothing around the few visitors already enjoying the cool water. 


"Wow!" they said, almost simultaneously. Richie started kicking off his shoes, heading for the main pool of 


water. 
"Last one in does the driving," he threw over his shoulder, already halfway to the water. 
Jon followed soon after, not hurrying because he'd already offered to drive after this stop. 


Richie ducked under the cool, clear water as Jon waded in and made his way over to the rock pools as the 


other visitors were getting out. 


After Richie had swam from one side to the other a few times to stretch out stiff muscles, he joined Jon in 
the natural spa. 


"Did you chase everyone else off Jonny?" Richie asked, picking his way over the rocks. 
"Must have! But now," Jon smiled, "we have the place to ourselves." 


Richie looked around and over his shoulders, confirming that they were indeed alone, then leaned across the 
bubbling water, smiled wickedly and kissed Jon. "So we can make out now?" Richie grinned as he continued to 
tease, "Canoodle? Fondle? Fool around?" 


"Jesus, Rich," Jon reached for him, using his legs to hold Richie in place, his hands busily sliding over skin made 


slick from wet sunscreen as they kissed. 


Richie was equally handsy even though he was using one to hold himself up on the rock ledge Jon was sitting 
on. His fingers buried into Jon's chest hair to cup his pectoral muscle, as he would a woman's breast, 
thrumming his thumb back and forth over the nipple. Richie already knew how to arouse Jon completely, as 


much as he would have previously with any woman, the overall basics the same, just different equipment. 


Jon broke from the kiss and pushed Richie away, standing up on the ledge. Richie's mouth watered as Jon's 
shorts clung to his body. He stepped over Richie and made his way into the larger pool, setting out to the 
waterfall at the other end. He stood also and followed Jon, who was now climbing over the large flat rocks at 
the base of the falls and disappearing into the curtain of water. Richie guessed he was sitting down when he 


saw Jon's feet wiggling amongst the water. 
"I found you," Richie said he pushed through the water. He had to yell due to the noise of the falls. 


| wasn't hiding from you! Just the carload that pulled up," Jon was rubbing himself through his wet shorts. 
Richie could see the fire in his eyes. 


"Good thinking, babe." 


"Thought you'd see it my way," Jon smiled wickedly, his fingers undoing the fastening of his shorts, "Now get 


down here and suck mel" 


"Now that | can do!" Richie said, kneeling between Jon's legs, taking his cock between his lips immediately, his 
hand going into his own shorts to stroke himself at the same time. Jon wound his fingers into the dark hair 
bobbing between his legs. 


Jon's moans were drowned out by the noise of the water in the small space as Richie's mouth worked at 
bringing him off, Jon's seed flowing down the back of Richie's throat. Moments later Richie came with a grunt, 


fluid coating his fingers as they continued to stroke himself, milking the last drop, before Jon gripped his wrist 
and brought Richie's fingers to his mouth. He took each digit into his mouth and with elaborate swirls of his 


tongue, cleaned them all. 
"Mmm tasty," Jon grinned, smacking his lips, wiping at the corners of his mouth with his thumb. 


Richie sat beside him awkwardly in the small space to catch his breath, before tucking himself back into his 
shorts, as did Jon. Richie moved his arm around Jon's shoulders and they kissed firmly on the mouth, enjoying 
the fresh air and scenery. 


"We should move," Richie said, "How far south do you want to get today?" 


"Hmm, just five more minutes so my legs will work," Jon said then shrugged, "Does it matter? We stop when 


we want to stop." 


After they'd caught their breath and composed themselves, they carefully made their way out of the grotto. 
The swim back across the rock pool was cleansing and refreshing. Grabbing their shoes and car keys, they 
made the climb back up to the car with renewed energy. Their shorts had dried off in the sun, so they had no 


qualms about getting in the car wet. 


As Jon reversed out of the carpark, Richie leaned over and found the bag of food, offering a scone to Jon as 


he drove. He declined with a shake of his head. 
"How can you be hungry?" he chuckled. 
"How can you not be?" Richie mumbled around a mouthful, "lm starving.’ 


Jon drove the little red car down the range and back out onto the highway, continuing southward to Cardwell. 
Before they knew it the view of the Coral Sea was on the horizon with Hinchinbrook Island clearly visible off 
the coast. The coastal ranges sitting behind the town intercepted the trade winds making the perfect 


combination for rainfall for the lush tropical rainforest surrounding the area. 


They stopped briefly to refuel the car and grab some supplies for the road. Cold drinks, bags of potato chips, 
forgoing the chocolate bars for a bag of gummy snakes. Nothing like a good sugar hit for a road trip. After a 
brief drive through the town, they decided to keep going, seeing no need to delay any longer. 


"So we have about another two hours’ drive to Townsville, by the looks of the map," Richie was navigating 
again, "Then another three after that to Bowen. That's where the guy from the music store recommended we 


stop." 


"That's the plan then," Jon agreed, "Let's see what Townsville has to offer, then make the decision to keep 


going or not." 


The First Road Trip 


Pulling back out onto the highway from the tourist route, Richie cracked open one of the cans of cold drink 
and handed it to Jon as he drove. He was feeling refreshed after the swim and the interlude in the grotto. 


He turned in his seat to face Jon while they talked and sang along to the radio, sometimes breaking into 
possible lyrics for themselves. Jon was driving one handed, his left hand resting on Richie's bent leg. Every now 
and again Jon's fingers would go wandering over his thigh and between his legs which sent chills up and down 
his spine. He gave up trying to move Jon's hand as they were being overtaken by other cars or trucks, 


figuring everyone was travelling too fast to notice. 


The terrain changed little through the vast cane fields, the only differences being the height of the growth 
and the tracks that crisscrossed the bitumen for the little sugar cane trains to haul the cane from the fields 


back to the loading areas, or the occasional truck stops. 


There were a few areas of rocky outcrops that the had to pass through, the cane fields making way for 
eucalypts and grass trees and fire trails used for the local volunteer fire brigades and stockmen moving cattle 


from one paddock to another. 


Richie didn't notice the sly smile that quickly passed over Jon's face, or the way he shifted in his seat as they 
passed another unused track, his hand buried deep in the leg of Richie's shorts. 


Jon checked the rearview mirror for anyone following them, stopped suddenly and threw the car in reverse as 
he pulled off the road onto the dirt track making sure they couldn't be seen from the main road. Pulling the 
handbrake on quickly and leaving the car running, he unbuckled his seatbelt and climbed from the driver's seat 
and onto Richie's lap. 

"What are you doing, Jonny?" Richie asked. 

‘| want you so bad, Rich," Jon panted. 

Richie's face was squashed between the blonde's hands as Jon's tongue delved deep into his mouth. 

"Seat," Jon mumbled against Richie's mouth. 

Richie reached down to the leaver on the side to recline the seat as much as possible as Jon pushed up, 
kneeling against the edge of Richie's seat between his knees as he quickly dropped his shorts, his erection 
springing free. He kicked off his shorts completely, leaving them in the footwell 

Richie quickly scrambled to get his shorts down his legs as Jon wrapped his hand around Richie's cock, quickly 


stroking it to its fullest, continuing to assault Richie's mouth with frantic kisses. Richie grabbed Jon's ass, 
kneading his cheeks with his fingers, his bruises still visible from the other morning's shower. 


Jon groaned low in his throat and moved up Richie's body, pushing him back against his seat. He reached over 
Richie's head to his bag to locate the bottle of lube. Richie took the opportunity to nip and suck at Jon's 
nipples, his ribs and belly as he searched. The slight pain from the love bites released a loud moan from Jon, 
his cock dripped against Richie's chest. 


Richie took the bottle from Jon's hand and covered himself with the clear liquid, swiping a generous amount 


through Jon's crease. 


"Fuck me, Rich," Jon breathed, as he reached back to hold Richie's slippery head to his entrance before 
lowering himself slowly onto the girth. "Need you now," he panted. 


Richie felt Jon's heat sheath him as he lowered himself fully, the blonde's head thrown back, bottom lip firmly 
between his teeth. 


"Jesus Rich," Jon moaned. 


Jon picked up the pace, bracing his hands on Richie's chest for leverage as he bounced on Richie's cock. His 


fingernails bit into the flesh beneath them as they curled in desire. 


The car wasn't big enough for them to be entwined like they were so Richie reached out to release the door, 
dropping his leg to the ground. It changed the angle of Richie's hips so his cock was now brushing over Jon's 
prostate on every thrust. 


It wasn't long before Jon tightened around Richie's cock and he came hard between them. As Jon's ass gripped 
and released Richie, he felt his own orgasm building quickly. It was about then that Richie realised that they 
hadn't bothered with any protection. 


"Fuck! Jon, | can't-" Richie groaned, "Get off, quick!" 


It was too late. He was emptying himself deep within Jon with a cry of release and dismay. His heart was 
pounding and his breath catching in his throat. He couldn't have stopped his orgasm at that stage even if he'd 
wanted to. What the hell had he done, he thought, as his brain tried grasping the concept of possible 


implications. 


He felt Jon curl up against his chest with his ear over his heart. Richie wondered if he could tell the 


difference in his heartbeat as it thumped uncontrollably? He threw an arm over his eyes in despair. 


"Jonny?" he said hoarsely, "We forgot the condom." He didn't want to see Jon's face in case he was looking at 


him in horror, so he kept his arm over his face. 


Jon pushed up from his prone position. Richie was still very much buried within Jon, and felt the squeeze of 
muscle around him. He made a noise that was half sob, half moan. 


"Rich? Hey- baby," Jon said softly, moving Richie's arm from his eyes, "It's okay.” 


He looked up to Jon who was wearing a soft smile on his face. Jon reached out and swiped his thumb down 


Richie's cheek. He hadn't realised he was crying until Jon wiped away a tear. 
"Fuck Jon, how can it be okay? How can you be sure?" Richie choked. 


"| wouldn't have done it if | didn't trust you, babe," Jon was saying, "Don't forget we have to do physicals 
every year, right?" 


Richie nodded silently, still battling the dark thoughts in his head. 


"| get to see the results for ‘insurance purposes,” Jon said using finger quotes, then finishing gently, "You're 


clean, Rich." 

"But I've slept with so many chicks! So many." He fell silent, brooding on his mistake. 

"As have | until recently. But if it makes you feel better, we can continue to use the condoms for the rest of 
the trip and get tested again, together, when we get home." Jon offered, linking his fingers with Richie's with a 


gentle squeeze. 


"But damn it Rich, you felt so good. So damn good" Jon leaned forward to kiss Richie meaningfully, but Richie 
didn't respond as enthusiastically. 


Jon sighed, moving to get off Richie and out of the car. "C'mere," Jon beckoned to Richie and pulled him out of 


the car. 
"Dude, we're naked!" Richie pointed out the obvious, but climbed out anyway. 


Jon looked around at their surroundings then a long leisurely look at Richie and shrugged, "So? We seem to be 


the only ones here, unless there's some koalas up in the trees?" 

He moved into Richie's arms and rested his forehead against Richie's, his fingers tangled in his hair. 

"We need to talk about this so we have nothing hanging between us except these," he swivelled his hips against 
Richie's so that their penises rubbed, "but just know this, okay? | would never do anything to hurt you, | swear 
it on my brother's life!" 


"Which brother?" Richie chuckled, raising his eyebrow. 


"Good point! They're both pains in the ass." Jon agreed, continuing after thinking for a moment, "How about 
this? On your mother's life." 


"Geez Jon, ya know how to stack the deck!" he sighed and leaned back against the car. A second later he was 


leaping away from it with a yell, "Fuck! That's hot!" 


Jon couldn't help but giggle at Richie's predicament, "Show me?" Jon asked, his giggles becoming belly laughs 
when he saw two perfect spots of angry red skin. "You'll be fine. I'll kiss it better later.” 


Richie reached for his shorts and pulled them on gingerly. He started chuckling himself over the absurdity of 
his injury, dulling slightly the anxiety of the previous moments. 


Leaning back into the car he grabbed Jon's shorts and threw them at him, "Time to get dressed, chucklehead. 


l'm just gonna take a piss then we can keep going. Unless you have plans on taking advantage of me again?" 


"Oh you have no idea what I've been doing to you in my fantasies for all these years, babe." Jon's words 


dripped unashamedly with dark promises. 


A frisson of excitement ran through his veins at the thought, as he walked over to the nearest tree and 


relieved himself. 
Jon was waiting for him, dressed, beside the still running car. 
"Are we all good, Rich?" Jon asked, reaching for his hand. 


Richie could see the uncertainty in Jon's eyes and he took a moment to check his own feelings before replying. 


"Yeah, we're okay, Jonny," Richie nodded, "But we will talk about this later, yeah?" 


"Absolutely!" Jon said and wrapped himself around Richie in a hard hug, "C'mon- Townsville is less than an hour 
away. Let me buy you a late lunch and see what happens after that?" He climbed into the car, dropping into 
the driver's seat and buckling up. 


They pushed on toward Townsville; Castle Hill towering above the sprawling regional city as its major landmark. 
Whereas Cairns and Mission Beach area were green and lush due to the consistent yearly rainfall, Townsville 


was considerably dryer in looks and feel even though it was still considered tropical. 


They drove through the suburbs and into the city looking for somewhere casual to eat considering their 
scruffy appearance. Parking a short distance from a beachside cafe, they dug out fresh shirts from their 
luggage and put the top back up on the car. 


They found themselves seated at a table for two looking out to the ocean and Magnetic Island. They ordered 


salads and flash fried salt and pepper calamari strips with glasses of crisp white wine. 


They chatted to their waiter and found out a few places to visit in the short time that they had in the area 
They decided against Reef HQ, the aquarium, opting to stroll through the streets for a while after their lunch 


then heading the Billabong Sanctuary just out of town. 


On their wanders Jon stopped outside a real estate agency, looking at the properties for sale and rent. Richie 


had wandered on to look at a gallery that had some stunning Aboriginal artwork in the window. 


"Hey Rich, c'mere?" Jon called and pointed to one property card in the window. 


Short Term Exclusive Holiday Rental 

Bowen 

Semi-Rural property overlooking the stunning Bowen beaches. 
Modern Interior 

Secluded 

Private getaway 

Weekly rental now available 


Enquire within 


"Looks good, Jonny," Richie said, looking at the pictures, "What are you thinking?" 


"Let's go see if it's available this week?" he said excitedly and grabbed Richie's wrist and pulled him into the air 
conditioned office. 


After Jon had flirted with the receptionist to convince her that they were genuine customers and not some 


homeless backpackers, they spoke with the property manager about renting the house for the week. 


Fortuitously it was available today, but it would be truly too expensive for the travellers, the gentleman had 
sniffed. Richie looked at Jon, who shrugged and pulled out his Black American Express card and threw it on the 
table, sitting back with a satisfied smile on his face. 


Richie watched the man swallow heavily, a red hue run up his neck from his collar as Jon signed the lease 


papers. The property manager excused himself as he left to process the payment. 
"Oooh you bought out the black card," Richie teased. 


"Yeah, fuck him, who is he to judge what we can and can't afford by the way we we're dressed" Jon said, 
"Besides it's the one under an assumed name that the accountants don't know about. So," he lowered his voice, 


"its the one | used to buy all my toys." 


Richie felt that same frisson of excitement from this afternoon, crawl under his skin and settle in the pit of 
his stomach, at the visual that exploded in his brain. 
"Fuck, Jonny!" Richie breathed. He looked around to see if anyone had heard them talking. 


The real estate agent came back with a copy of the lease agreement, the credit card approval and the keys, all 
handed over with sickly look on his face. He'd obviously been told by the approval company that there was no 
limit to the card in his hand. He also handed a sheet of instructions on how to find the place and where to 
leave the keys on their exit. He shook their hands before seeing them out the door. 


"Looks like we're heading to Bowen this afternoon, babe." Jon said happily, "Let's get back to the car and hit the 


road." 


The First House 


Author's Notes: 

| hope my vision of this comes through to you all. If in doubt, check out my Pinterest board for this story 
and if you're clever enough, if might give you some clues as to what the boys will be getting up to in future. 
Hope you enjoy! 


Jon was excited to get to the rental house so they decided to leave the animal sanctuary for another day 
since they would be in the area for a week. 

Driving into Bowen was almost like stepping back in time with historical facades on the buildings throughout the 
town. The homes were quaint weatherboard houses on stilts to allow the breezes to cool the homes from 


underneath, and wide verandahs similar to the b'n'b, shaded by lush gardens. 


The boys stopped for supplies that would do for at least the next 24 hours, Richie chose to do the grocery 


store while Jon went to buy a couple of cases of top shelf wine. 


"| got a couple of steaks for tonight. Bread, milk, butter, a few other things; enough to get us through the 
night anyway," Richie said when he returned and loaded the already full little car with more bags. 


Seeing a roadside stall on the way selling farm fresh produce, Jon pulled over and they bought, amongst other 


fruit and vegetables, a tray of golden, fragrant mangoes. 
"I got my breakfast for the next week," he chuckled. 


"And dessert for the rest of your life," Richie said with a kiss when they got back to the car. "You are going 
to share those, though, aren't you?" 


"Mmm ask me nicely and | might," Jon flashed a cheeky grin 


He wound the car carefully up the escarpment to a private driveway with automatic gates. After keying in the 


provided code, the gate slid silently back to grant entrance to the house. 


From the side, the house looked almost like a bow tie, larger at the sides with a wide flat expanse in the 


middle. It was clad in a dark blue grey corrugated iron designed to blend into the surrounds from a distance. 


"Wow this looks amazing, Jonny! Good find, babe," Richie said, awestruck with the contemporary design so 
beautifully blended into the surroundings. 


Leaving their luggage and food stuffs in the car temporarily, then let themselves into the house via a large 


cantilevered front door made from a dark wood. Walking into the vestibule they paused to take in the openness 


of the house. 


The kitchen was immediately in front of them, with marble countertops and polished steel state art fixtures; 
the living room to the right was done in cool blue white with accent colours of blues and soft yellows for the 
beach. A large L-shaped couch dominated the room, angled in such a way to take in the view through the wall 
to ceiling glass doors overlooking the beach and the township below. Beyond the glass was an outdoor kitchen to 
match the one inside, and the infinity pool, giving the illusion that the water was cascading down the 


escarpment. 


"Holy fuck, no wonder that guy didn't think you'd be able to afford this place," Richie said as he opened up the 


glass doors to let the breeze in 
"C'mon, let's see the rest," Richie grabbed Jon's hand, dragging him back inside the house toward the centre. 


The middle section turned out to be an open air conservatory. The roof was an automatic louvre system to let 
the sun or stars in and keep the rain out, the rest enclosed with a sturdy steel mesh in the same colour as 
the exterior, to keep the insects and other animals out, and glass slide away walls for protection from the 
rainy season. The bespoke tiles graduated perfectly from the paler ones in the living room to darker ones as 
they moved through the space. There was a fireplace for the cooler months and a huge day bed, the 


mattress thick and inviting, and deep seated lounge chairs. 


Beyond that was the bedroom. Whereas the living room opened out to the beach vista, the bedroom windows 
of the same proportions gave the occupants the feeling of being in the middle of the rainforest. The dark 
carpet made it look as though it was a covering of soft, fragrant earth. The wall colours in muted hues of 
blue and green complimented the flora outside. The large king bed, with a nib wall made from a similar wood 
colour to the front door, was in the middle of the room looking out into the treetops. It also served as shelving 


and hanging space for clothes. 
A doorway behind the nib wall lead through to the bathroom which was partitioned off from the conservatory 
but also had the same louvered ceiling and mesh walls. A door led from inside the bathroom to the rest of the 


verandah that wrapped around the house, complete with a large outdoor tub with views of the beach. 


After inspecting every nook and cranny like little kids exploring a new place, they moved all their belongings and 
food inside, and Richie parked the car in the garage. 


"Hey Jon, first thing tomorrow we should throw some clothes in the wash." Richie said as he walked back in. "I 


found the laundry attached to the garage." 


Jon was in the kitchen loading the refrigerator up with their purchases, making sure there was a little room 


for the perishable food. 


"Yeah, sounds good," he agreed, his head still stuffed into the fridge. "I think I'm wearing my last pair of 


shorts." 

"Or we could just walk around naked!" Richie stated. 

Jon took his head out of the fridge. "You hornball," he responded. 

"No I'm serious," Richie said. "We are completely surrounded by bush, who's going to see?" 

"Good point," Jon smiled wickedly and moved to loop his arms around Richie's waist. 

Richie felt Jon's hands slide into the waistband of his shorts above his ass. "Now who's the horny one, hmm?" 
"Always where you're concerned, Rich!" Jon murmured and ribbled on his shoulder. 


Richie reached back and pulled Jon's hands out of his pants and brought them together to kiss them and said, 
"This ain't happening till we talk, okay?" 


"Damn it, Rich," Jon moaned but nodded in agreement. 


Richie hooked his finger under Jon's chin, tilting his head up to kiss him and said, "Let's go try that pool out, 


huh? | bought some cheese and crackers, if you're hungry.” 
"Let me go unpack first," Jon shook his hands free from Richie's. "I'll meet you out there." 


Richie sighed and started to gather up some stuff for a platter of nibbles. He didn't want to just let Jonny off 
that easily in regards to what happened on the side of the road earlier. He felt that Jon should have asked if 
he was comfortable going bareback before just doing it. 


It was the reason he had to walk away from him after the shower yesterday. God, how he wanted to sink 
himself into Jon then! But he wanted to be safe, for both of their sakes. It took all his self control not to just 


take Jon then, so he moved out of Jon's siren-like presence. 


Yes, he was partly to blame for earlier too; he should have been more in the moment and not ruled by his 
cock. He did it yesterday, why didn't he do it today? He trusted Jon when he said that they were both clean, 
but it was still a choice he should have had the opportunity to make. He planned to tell Jon that he'd prefer to 
stay protected until they got home and rechecked. He made a mental note that they'd have to go buy more 
condoms, though since they'd been fucking like bunnies. 


"Hey babe, I'll meet you outside," Richie yelled, picking up the plate of cheese, crackers and some slices of 


mango. 


He placed the food on a table between two sun lounges and stripped off his shorts before diving into the pool. 
The water felt cool against his bare skin as he swam the length of the pool in lazy strokes. Making his way 


over to the open edge, he crossed his arms and rested his chin on them and just took in the serenity of the 


place. 
He could see the edges of the township and surrounding suburbs sprawling toward the beaches. Birds tweeted 


and squawked in the surrounding trees; the breeze through the leaves making a shushing sound. It wasn't 


home, but it was certainly close to heaven. 


The noise of the surrounding bush was broken by a splash as Jon dived into the water. He popped up beside 
Richie, water cascading down his face, his hair slicked back off his forehead. 


"Hey you," Jon said and propped himself up like Richie had. "You looked deep in thought there, babe, everything 
okay?" 


"Yeah- yeah fine," Richie said. "Just enjoying the peace and the views." 


Its great, isn't it?" Jon agreed, squinting slightly. After a few moments of silence, Jon asked quietly, "Do you 
want to talk about what happened earlier?" 


"Depends on your reason for wanting to talk, Jonny?" Richie replied. "Do you want to talk now because you 


know we need to talk, or just because you're horny and | said no?" 
"Ahh Rich," Jon sighed. "Because we need to, | know that. C'mon, hit me with it" 


‘Okay then," Richie nodded and after a few moments of gathering his thoughts, took a deep breath, "In the 
car- | realise that we were caught up in the moment and not thinking with our heads, but l- | guess | felt as 


though you took the decision away from me, to not use a condom." 
Jon nodded and opened his mouth to say something, but fell silent when Richie shot him a look. 


"I know | should have been more aware of what was happening too; | get that I'm not blameless, but you could 


have said something about the test results earlier. I've been careful, but shit happens, ya know?" 


"You're right." Jon nodded, "I've known the results for awhile, but | never thought that this thing between us, 
was ever going to be a reality." He smiled and sighed, "And you just looked so good this morning, all shirtless 


and sexy, | got carried away and let my lust take control.” 

"That's why | walked out of the shower yesterday, Jon" Richie said pointedly. 

Jon sighed in recognition of what Richie was telling him. "Its no excuse, | realise that, but l'm truly sorry, 
baby." Jon reached out and traced a finger over Richie's tattoo, "What can | do to make everything okay 


between us?" He fell silent again, waiting for a response. 


"| didn't want to fight with you, but it was important for you to know that if this is going to work for us, then 


it's gotta be a partnership," Richie said as he brushed a lock of hair behind Jon's ear. 

Jon nodded. 

"Jon and Richie; best friends, lovers, partners," he continued, never breaking eye contact. He needed to know 
Jon actually heard him; heard the significance of his words. "Not Jon Bon Jovi, the boss and Richie Sambora 
the employee." He watched Jon bristle, the muscle of his jaw jumping in agitation and his eyes turn icy at the 
description of their working life, but Jon nodded in acknowledgement. 

"l'm just so used to being in charge and making all the decisions," Jon said. 

"You don't have to do that with us," Richie explained gently, stroking through his wet hair. 


"You're worried about what will happen after this week?" Jon guessed. 


Richie went quiet trying to figure out how to put his thoughts and feelings into words. Jon rested his head 
against his shoulder. "Yeah. Yeah | am," Richie admitted quietly. 


"Tell me; talk to me." 

‘lm not sure really," Richie shrugged, "The past couple of days have just thrown me, | guess. | mean, I'm still 
trying to wrap my head around the fact that l'm sitting here, on the other side of the world to where l'm 
supposed to be." 

"I think you're supposed to be with me, Richie," Jon whispered. "No matter where we are." 

"You know what | mean but-" Richie said, "your comment yesterday about our sex life-" 


"Was | wrong?" Jon asked. 


"Technically, no, but-" Richie struggled to get his words to come out right, "there was no ‘our’ or ‘sex life’ 


until a day ago." 

"| promise you, baby," Jon gripped Richie's face with both hands. "I promise you that | will do everything in my 
power to make any wrongs that happen right again. Everything in my power! To have you by my side until 
we're old and grey," Jon paused and with a ghost of a smile said, "or bald" 


Richie snorted unceremoniously. 


"I get that you're scared, Rich," Jon said softly, "and | am too! Babe, it scares the shit out of me. But can you 


honestly say that you don't believe me when | tell you | love you?" 


Richie shook his head. 


| chose to be your friend, but falling in love with you was totally out of my control" Jon confessed, "What | 


have with you, | don't want with anyone else- male or female." 

Richie could see it in Jon's eyes, blatantly shining as brightly as the moon above, but it still scared the 
bejeezus out of him. "The rest of our time here, | want us to use condoms, okay?" Richie said, "Then when get 
home, we get tested again- together, and we find out the results- together. We gotta take our sexual health 


seriously, considering all the chicks we've both fucked in the past” 


‘Its so different, isn’t it?" Jon said. "Being with you rather than- anyone else." Jon stroked over his arm. 


"Whatever you want, Rich, ll do it" 

"Yeah- yeah it does feel different," Richie said with a gentle smile. "The girls I've fucked were expecting the 
guy they see up on the stage to be the same guy in bed- all sparkles, fingers and sex faces. | don't have to 
keep up the performance with you. | can just be me, finally.” 

They both fell silent with their own thoughts. 

"l'm sorry | rushed this; rushed you. We'll take things slowly from now on, okay?" Jon let out a breath. "We're 
not communicating enough maybe? In the shower, | should have told you-" Jon took another breath. "I wanted 
you to make love to me, Rich." 


"I know," Richie said quietly. "And | wanted to." 


"That scene in the waterfall today was so you though," Jon said, taking Richie's hand in his. "That got me so 
turned on. That's why | had to pull the car over. | needed more." 


"Yeah, it was pretty hot" Richie agreed. "Fantasy material for the future." He tapped the side of his head and 


leered at Jon. 
The blonde smiled and wrapped one arm around Richie's neck. "Can | kiss you now, please?" 


"Yes!" Richie answered and let Jon plant a nice wet one on him. "But we're going to need more condoms, the 


way we're going. We'll have to buy some more next time we go into town" 


"| got some today while you were at the grocery store. | got a variety, regular for me and extra large for 


you. It really confused the cashier," Jon furrowed his brow. 
Richie chuckled, "Why? How many did you get?" 
"Oh- about a dozen boxes," Jon laughed. 


"A dozen?" Richie asked, eyebrow raised. 


"I told her it was for a bachelor party prank. The look she was giving me was priceless. Kinda like the look you 


just gave me," he laughed. 
"Jesus Jon," Richie laughed. 


"Hey! We're in a small town in a foreign country," Jon tried to defend himself. "| thought | should cover my 
butt- so to speak" 


Richie snorted at Jon's comment, "I'm going to try some of this cheese. Do you think any wine will be chilled 


yet?" 


He set off for the other side of the pool, pulled himself up out of the water cleanly, and reached for a towel. 
He looked back over his shoulder at Jon, who was just watching every movement, his bottom lip firmly 
between his teeth. Richie felt the familiar heat in his belly under Jon's lustful scrutiny. Wrapping the towel 
around his waist, he padded inside to grab a bottle of wine from the fridge and a couple of glasses. He found 
Jon swimming laps when he stepped outside again. He was checking out the barbeque when Jon finally got out 


of the pool. 
"You wanna cook the steaks tonight? Or get the salad ready?" Richie asked. 
I'm easy," Jon said as he dried off and reached for a mango slice. 


Richie watched as Jon sucked the golden flesh between his lips, his eyes closing in appreciation. Richie coughed 
to disquise a groan that escaped his throat. 


"You're doing that on purpose, aren't you Jonny?" Richie said, stretching out on the sun lounge. 
"Huh?" Jon looked genuinely confused as he sucked his fingers clean and licked his lips. 


"The rate you're going, we'll be needing all dozen boxes this week, babe," Richie chuckled and shifted 


uncomfortably in his chair, raising his knee to give himself more room. 


"Oh! Ha ha- it wasn't a conscious thing, honey," Jon grinned. "But is it working?" He reached for another sliver 


of juicy fruit and held it out to Richie. 


Richie took Jon's wrist, rubbing his thumb across the pulse under the tender skin, and met Jon's eyes as he 
slowly drew the tasty morsel into his mouth. He sucked the fruit from Jon's fingers and swirled his tongue 
over the digits before chewing and swallowing the mango slowly, tilting his head back slightly accentuating the 
bob of his Adam's apple as he swallowed. 


"Oh." Jon's eyes narrowed as he climbed onto Richie on the lounge chair. "Let's use a whole box right now." 


"Then don't get comfortable just yet," Richie grazed his fingers down Jon's back. "Go get some." He hooked his 
fingers into the towel Jon was wearing and as he stood up again to rush into the house, it pulled away leaving 


the blonde exposed to his eyes. 
“Smooth move there, babe," Jon grinned. 


Richie chuckled to himself and threw the towel back onto the other chair along with his own towel. Taking a 
quick gulp of wine, he settled back onto the lounger and stroked himself slowly as Jon came back with an 
armload of boxes and a bottle of lube. He laughed as Jon unloaded onto the ground beside Richie. 


"You weren't kidding, were you?" Richie said, trying to inspect the selection as Jon climbed back onto his lap. 


There was glow-in-the dark, flavoured, textured, warming and pleasure shaped. 
"There's no jokes when it comes to you and me, honey," Jon said happily. 


The boxes were forgotten as Jon distracted him with kisses and touches. Richie felt Jon palm his chest, 
grazing his fingertips over his nipples, the sensations zinging through his body to his groin. He slid his hands up 
Jon's back, under his arms and held onto his shoulders as Jon moved restlessly against his hips, their 
erections growing, both in size and impatience as they kissed. He tangled his fingers into the hair at the base 
of Jon's head and pulled back, exposing his throat to his sharp teeth as he left little bites before soothing 
them with his kisses. 


Jon wrapped his arm around Richie's neck encouraging him, closer, more, harder, then softer. "Let's change 


places, Rich," Jon breathed, "I want you to make love to me." 


Richie growled as they shifted so that Jon was beneath him, reaching for him with hands and legs wrapping 
around the backs of his. He quickly released the back on the lounger so that they were lying flat. He lowered 


his mouth to Jon's again and slipped his tongue into Jon's waiting mouth, seeking his tongue. 


Richie propped himself up on his elbows over Jon's body, his hips moving restlessly, undulating, dragging against 
Jon's as his hot mouth moved down over his chin, neck and chest. Nuzzling around Jon's nipple, he pulled it into 


his mouth and suckled gently, drawing it up into a tight peak before paying the same attention to the other. 
"Dear god, Richie," Jon whimpered. "Take me, baby. Please." 


"Mm~-'kay," he murmured against Jon's chest. He reluctantly pulled away from where his attention had been 
and sat back on his heels, breathing heavily. Jon was watching him, his hand stroking himself, he looked 
tantalizing, Richie thought to himself as he reached for a box, tearing it open after briefly confirming it was 


his size. 


He quickly sheathed himself in the latex before coating them both with the clear gel. He positioned Jon's legs 
over his arms and lined himself up with Jon's body, gently pushing through. Their eyes held; Richie judging to 


see if there was any pain evidenced in Jon's. 


"Ahh baby," Jon breathed, "Keep going. Need you Rich." He arched his hips up to allow Richie to slide in further, 


his arms reaching to draw his lover closer. 

Richie thought his heart was going to burst from the effort of holding back enough to allow Jon to adjust and 
from the love that he was feeling in the moment. He hadn't lied to Jon earlier; it was different than any other 
time. He felt more connected spiritually to the physical act of two bodies joining intimately in love, whereas 
previously it had just been a necessary bodily function. 

As Richie slowly worked himself further into Jon's welcoming heat, the need to make sure he was giving as 
much pleasure as possible to his lover became his sole purpose. He knew instinctively that everything he liked 
would bring the utmost pleasure to Jon He gave all he had to Jon, working up a sweat as he slowly thrust 


over and over again. 


Taking them both to the brink many times, he finally whispered into Jon's ear, "Shatter for me baby, | wanna 


hear you scream my name when you cum.” 

The final few thrusts were hard and fast as he felt Jon's body clamp down tight around him as they both 
came hard. "Oh oh oh!" Jon's cries echoed over the pool and out into the surrounding bushland. The cries of 
startled birds could be heard in return 

Richie dropped his head into the crook of Jon's neck as he tried to calm his laboured breathing, his muscles 
twitching in exertion, unable to make his body move from Jon's slick, sweat-soaked body. "Oh fuck," he groaned 
when Jon squeezed Richie cock still buried in his ass. "Jonny, you're so cruel” 


‘Sorry, baby," he chuckled, touching Richie's damp hairline before reaching up for a soft kiss. 


Richie gently slipped from Jon's body with a whimper and quickly dealt with the condom. He stood on shaky legs 
and disposed of it in the kitchen waste bin and washed his hands. 


"Bring some ice back with you," Jon called, 

Richie stopped. "Are you hurting?" he asked, concerned. 

"No, the ice is for drinks," Jon answered. 

Richie tilted his head "If | ever caused you pain during sex, would you tell me?" 
Jon sat up. "Of course." 

Richie looked at Jon "Okay." He went back to the kitchen 


Finding the ice tray in the freezer, he dumped some into a bowl and returned outside. Jon was holding both 


glasses up to be filled with ice. 
"You know that's sacrilege, don't you?" Richie commented as he put a few cubes in each glass. 


"Yeah, but so is drinking it hot" he replied, swirling the ice through the golden liquid before taking a deep sip. 
“Sometimes | feel a little discomfort at the beginning. But that's all," Jon admitted. 


"Thanks for telling me." 


"I had to kinda guess the size for the toys back home." Jon smiled, "You're a little larger than my biggest 
stretcher." 


Richie stopped in surprise at Jon's frank admission before he sank onto the other lounger, his legs giving way 
in exhaustion and a little of something else. He swore he just threw away half his bodily fluids into the rubbish 
bin; he was spent. He sliced into the cheese and loaded up a couple of crackers and popped them into his 
mouth. He looked over to Jon and grinned. 

"That was intense, Jonny," Richie said around a mouthful of food, "You scared the birds." 


| did, didn't |?" Jon replied "Thanks to you, | feel totally and completely fucked." 


"You're welcome," Richie answered as he held up his wine glass for a toast. "But you were supposed to scream 


my name, so we'll just have to try harder next time." 


"Ugh you're so strict," Jon breathed hotly. "Will | get a spanking if | don't?" He gave Richie a saucy grin then 
stood up and dived neatly into the pool to freshen up. 


Richie sat back and watched Jon slice through the water, his pale ass cheeks clearly visible through the clear 
water. The thought of spanking Jon's ass had his cock showing a little twitch of interest, but it was still in 
recovery mode. 

"You're at it again Rich," Jon broke into his daze. He was reaching for the towel beneath his legs. 

"Huh?" Richie mumbled. "Sorry Jonny, | zoned out, what did you say?" 

"Nothing of importance, babe," Jon smiled fondly. 

Richie drowsily watched as Jon moved the little table from between the sun lounges and put the cheese and 
fruit away. He also collected the boxes of condoms and threw them inside to the general direction of the 
couch. When all of that was complete he moved his lounger next to Richie's and settled down, the adrenaline 


finally wearing off. 


Richie drew him into his arms and kissed him on the shoulder as they cuddled together, both falling into a light 


doze as dusk slowly descended over the back of the house and beyond the treeline. The sky over the ocean 
took on dusky hues and lights started to flicker on through the streets and houses below. 


Richie stirred first, when he started to feel a little chilled He looked down at Jon's peaceful sleeping face and 
gently shook him awake. "Jonny," Richie said. "We fell asleep, babe." 


"Mmmm felt so good," he yawned as he stretched and eventually sat up, "Wow it's dark now." 


"| gotta go take a piss, so I'll throw on some lights as | go," Richie said, standing and finding his shorts. He 
thought he heard Jon mewl in protest as he pulled them up. "You want a shirt or anything?" he asked. 


"Nah, I'll grab something soon," he replied 

Richie found the light switches as he went and was impressed by the way complimented the rooms. 

The kitchen was bright and sparkling, and the living room a warm soft glow. The conservatory was mainly floor 
lighting showing the way through from one side to the other and the bedroom ceiling was dotted with small 
downlights on a dark background, giving the illusion of the night sky. 

They broke open another bottle of wine for dinner. Jon had found the sound system and a good selection of 
CD's. Choosing a compilation of sexy blues, he fiddled with the controls until the music was being piped through 
the whole house. 


Richie started pulling a simple salad together as Jon prepared the steaks to go onto the barbeque grill 


"Babe, you may need to get some shorts on if you're going to cook on the grill" Richie threw the comment out 
casually, "| have plans for tonight and they don't include you going to the hospital with third degree burns." 


"Spoilt sport," Jon chuckled, but retrieved his shorts from where he'd left them earlier. 


After the simple meal, eaten outside with the softened night sounds, Richie pushed his plate away and 
stretched. "That was good," he said, with a burp. 


"All class, Rich," Jon chuckled as he shook his head. 

‘It's a compliment to the chef," he replied. 

They heard a scrabbling noise in the shadows. They looked at each other and shrugged, not really sure what 
creature was heading their way. Turning toward the noise, they saw a little furry head emerge from the 


gloom. 


"Jon, look!" Richie whispered and pointed to the animal. "It's a possum." 


The little marsupial had its ears pricked in their direction, nose twitching, deciding whether they were friend or 
foe. Then another little head popped up over the larger head. Mother and joey. 


It moved nervously closer when Richie threw it a cherry tomato from his plate. The mother sniffed it and 


picked it up, biting into it, then the baby climbed down from its mother's back and took a nibble of it too. 
"That's so cool," Jon whispered. "I'll be back." 


Richie nodded as Jon got up from his seat slowly and quietly and walked back inside the house, re-emerging 
moment later with some mango off cuts. 


Richie watched the blonde crouch down and hold out a piece of fruit. The baby made a move toward it, before 
its mother grunted at it. The baby stopped and waited for its mother to give the okay. She moved forward 
and took the piece quickly from Jon's fingers. 


He grinned back at Richie, and offered another piece. The baby came over this time, seeing no threat to its 


mother, and held onto Jon's fingers as it nibbled at the fruit. 
A minute or two later there was an animal cry off in the deep darkness of the bush that startled the 
creatures, the baby moving quickly to its mother's back, before they both scampered off the way they came 


in. 


"Damn it Jonny, | wish we had a camera!" Richie said excitedly, "That was amazing. The guys aren't going to 
believe it when we tell them." 


Its not the only thing they're not going to believe," Jon replied as he washed his hands in the pool. 
"Huh?" He stopped to think. "Ohhhh, yeah, they'll be mind blown, won't they?" 


Jon frowned slightly and sat in Richie's lap, asking, "When do we tell them?" He slipped an arm around Richie's 
neck, the other playing with the dark locks hanging over his shoulders. 


Richie soothingly ran his hand over Jon's back, considering his answer. "Let's figure that out when the time 
comes, but," he said, "the less of a big deal we make of it, the less they will, David in particular. You know how 
obsessive he can be about some things? He'll want details and ask questions, hell, he'll probably want to watch!" 
"And we all thought Alec was the kinky one?" Jon scoffed. 


They sat in silence for a long while, each lost in their own thoughts about their bandmates’ possible reactions. 


Richie broke the silence when he tapped Jon on his ass, saying, "C'mon, let's clean this mess up and go try that 


bed." 


Nodding in agreement, Jon rose and took the plates inside to clean up. Richie moved around the outside area 
and straightened things, hanging towels to dry and closing the lid to the barbeque, making a mental note to 


clean it off properly in the morning. 


After closing the doors to the outside world, he grabbed a couple of boxes of the more interesting looking 
condoms and the lube and headed to the bedroom as Jon finished in the kitchen. 


Richie unboxed the foil packets and left them within easy reach. By the time he'd cleaned his teeth, Jon was 
reaching around him for his toothbrush, quite obviously without his shorts on as he brushed up against Richie 


from behind. 


Richie met his eyes in the mirror and with a wink said, "Don't be long, baby." 


The First Scream 


Author's Notes: 
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While Jon finished whatever he was doing in the bathroom, Richie moved to turn down the covers on the big 
king bed. The dark sheets matched the rest of the bedroom perfectly to give the illusion of a treetop 
sanctuary. The arc of glass wall in front of the bed created an almost IBO degree view from the bed. Sheer 
dark curtains hung waiting at the sides of the windows, should they be needed to soften the morning light. 


The minute downlights against the dark ceiling gave the illusion of the night sky above, while larger ones were 


artfully placed to illuminate the rich wood of the nib wall, glowied warmly. 

He figured that the architect got the aspect of the house perfectly situated to allow the occupants to enjoy 
the cool of the mornings in bed, with the sun rising from the ocean in the mornings. The soft, dark, natural 
colours were a stunning contrast to the slickness and sparkle of the pool and kitchen 

He climbed naked into the bed and waited for Jon. Their conversation this evening lifted a huge weight from his 
shoulders, not to mention the episode on the sun lounge. He stretched out to make sure he could reach the 


condoms he left on the nightstand earlier. 


The light from the bathroom flicked off and Jon appeared a moment later at the side of the bed. He was nude 


and smiling and the sexiest thing Richie had ever seen, even sexier than the bedroom. 
"Hey you," Jon said as he climbed into bed. 

"Hey sexy," Richie smiled. 

"Did you want me to kill the lights?" Jon pointed to the ceiling. 


"No need. Watch this," Richie reached above his head to a slide control and dimmed the lights until they were 
barely a speck 


"Woah, that's cool!" Jon exclaimed. 
"Just like the beach last night,” Richie said softly. "Making out under the stars." 
‘Last night was good," Jon replied in an equally soft tone. "Let's make tonight better, though." 


"| like the sound of that," Richie breathed. He felt Jon's finger rub softly over his bottom lip and down to the 


cleft in his chin. Jon moved closer and propped himself up on his elbow. Richie's heart beat a little faster and 


he squirmed in anticipation just a little under his scrutiny. 
"When | first met you Rich," Jon whispered, "I didn't realise then how much you would come to mean to me." 


"Jonny-" he barely spoke the word before his breath was stolen from him when Jon's luxurious lips met his in 


the dark. 


Richie leaned closer, his hand moving to Jon's head to pull him down for more of his mouth. His kisses were 
drugging, stopping time in its tracks, as heat rushed through his entire body. He wanted more, needed it all, to 
be consumed completely by Jon's kisses. The sounds of their moist lips meeting over and over again were 


engulfed by the darkness and punctuated by their sighs. 

Jon's hand wrapped around Richie's throat, his thumb lying along his Adam's apple, his fingers gently scraping 
against his skin. They broke, gasping for breath, Jon saying, "I don't think you know how much | need your 
kisses, baby." 

"Show me, Jonny," Richie said thickly, reaching for Jon again 

He heard Jon growl softly as he took his mouth again, his tongue sliding between Richie's waiting lips to mate 
with his. Jon's hand moved from his neck, tracing a line down the centre of his chest to his belly button and 
back up to place his palm over Richie's pectoral muscle, barely brushing over the eager nipple. Richie arched 
up seeking a firmer touch, but Jon wasn't having that and pushed him back down gently, moving his whole 


body over Richie's, his arms planted on either side of him. 


Jon broke again from the kiss and gently bit Richie's bottom lip before moving to his chin. Richie moved his 
head, silently showing Jon where he needed his lips next, wanting to feel the nip of his sharp teeth down the 
side of his neck. 

"God Jon," Richie breathed when Jon found a particular spot. 

"You like that?" he mumbled. 


"Ye- yeah," Richie replied. 


He couldn't seem to keep still, his hips and legs shifted unconsciously as Jon tortured the spot beneath his lips. 
He rocked to one side to encourage Jon to nestle within his hips, closer to where Richie needed his touch. 


"Shh baby, don't be so impatient," Jon said, and sat back on his heels. 


Richie felt exposed to Jon's hot gaze. He slipped one hand beneath his head while the other trailed down his 
belly to wrap around his cock, stroking himself lightly as Jon watched him. 


"Jesus Rich," Jon licked his lips. "You're so fucking sexy right now!" 


Richie let out breath he was holding and closed his eyes, letting himself bask in Jon's adoration. "| wanna feel 


you Jonny," he simply stated, briefly stopping his strokes to hand Jon the bottle of lube. 
Jon nodded simply and anointed his fingers with some of the gel, generously slicking some over Richie as well 


Richie moaned with passion at the first touch of Jon's fingers at his entrance. Richie pulled Jon back down 
over him as his fingers breached the tight muscle. He willed his body to open completely for Jon; his mouth 
for Jon's tongue, his ass for his fingers. Richie needed more and again tried to rush the process, his hips 
undulating and thrusting, seeking out Jon's fingers. 


Jon sat back on his heels again, ceasing the exploration of his fingers to slow Richie down again. "Baby, just let 
me love you, let me make you feel like you should," Jon said quietly, "Just breathe, okay?" 


Richie just nodded, trying to calm himself and gave control completely over to Jon's talented hands. 


Jon took the time to open Richie slowly and completely, his free hand continuously caressing different parts of 
Richie's body. He shivered uncontrollably when Jon's hand wrapped around his granite length, stroking the flesh 


up and down, smearing his own slippery tears over the head and glans. 


Richie closed his eyes and concentrated on feeling Jon's touch, whether it was a touch to excite or a touch to 
soothe, time inconsequential now. His mind ceased to function and forming coherent words or thoughts seemed 


impossible. 


His eyes snapped open when Jon removed his hands gently, reaching for a foil packet and tearing it open. Richie 
watched through hooded eyes as Jon covered himself in latex and coated the condom generously with lube. 


"Ready, baby?" Jon asked, a whisper in the darkness. 


Richie could only manage a moan; he was beyond speech as Jon kissed his way down his body, briefly taking 


Richie's cock into his hot mouth, his hot tongue swirling around and around. 


Jon reached for Richie's arms and hooked them under his knees, showing him wordlessly what he wanted him 
to do. Richie held his shaking legs up, opening himself further to Jon. Jon lined himself up and Richie felt the 
delicious pressure of Jon's cock gently forcing its way through into his body. Richie threw his head back, a 


silent scream breaking from his lips as Jon seated himself fully in Richie's ass. 


"That's it baby," Jon murmured. "Just breathe- just feel- fuck, you're so tight. Looks so good, baby, so fucking 
sexy!" 


Richie briefly opened his eyes to see Jon watch himself bury his cock into his body over and over again. 


Jon then met his eyes and with a wickedly hot grin, picked up the pace of his thrusts. 

"Jonny?" Richie moaned and released a leg, reaching for his lover, needing his kisses as much as his cock. 

Jon lay back down, covering Richie in wet kisses, settling in between his spread thighs as they made love in the 
dark. Slow, sure strokes, inconsequential words, soft kisses and strong arms took them both to the edge 


multiple times before eventually giving in to the ultimate ecstasy. 


"Jonny, l- | can't hang on any longer," Richie moaned. A moment later his body convulsed in passion, his orgasm 


racing through his trembling body, as he clamped down on Jon's cock and came hard. 


"Oh- Ohhhh fuck- Richiiiie,” Jon groaned loudly, his head buried in Richie's neck, his fingers biting into the flesh 


on Richie's shoulders as he shattered also. 


They lay together afterward, fighting for breath, limbs tangled, still joined intimately, as they eventually 


regained their composure. 


"You- you screamed my name, Jonny," Richie huffed a few minutes later. "Didn't scare the birds this time, 


though." 
He felt Jon chuckle, the reverberations sending little shock waves through their sexually satisfied bodies. Jon 
gently pulled out of Richie and removed the well-used latex from his now soft penis. "Be right back," he 


whispered to Richie, reappearing soon after with a warm cloth and helped Richie clean up. 


When Jon finally crawled back into bed Richie reached for his lover and kissed him firmly. "Thank you, baby," 


Richie whispered against Jon's kiss-swollen lips. 

"What for?" Jon asked. 

"For taking my concerns seriously, for being you," Richie said softly. "For loving me." 
"Oh Rich," Jon replied thickly. 


Richie lay curled into Jon's side, his head on his chest and once he found a spot that didn't tickle his nose, he 
listened to Jon's breathing slowly even out as Jon sifted his fingers through his dark locks. 


"So Jonny, tell me about these toys of yours. Are there any that you're willing to- share?" He kissed his chest 
softly. 


"Yeah surel" Richie felt Jon's heartbeat picking up against his cheek. 


‘Or let me watch you play with?" Richie stroked his fingers over Jon's belly, swirling through the soft hair. 


Jon almost swallowed his tongue. "Sure! When we get home. Sure." 

"You don't have any with you?" Richie moved to be face to face with Jon 

"| didn't want to go through customs with them." Jon licked his lips nervously. 

"Good point.” Richie thought for a minute. "You wanna look for an adult store this week?" 
Jon's breath hitched. "Fuck- ohhh yeah," he breathed, his mind whirling with the possibilities. 


Richie grinned, a wicked gleam in his eyes. "Great! Goodnight, Jonny," he said, and rolled to his opposite side 
away from Jon. 


"What the-" Jon exclaimed, then started chuckling. "You son of a bitch!" He put his arm around Richie's waist 
and dragged him in tight against his body. 


"What's wrong, Jonny?" Richie asked over his shoulder, a picture of innocence. 


"| was just about to fall asleep and you drop that little suggestion," Jon sniggerea, "then you have the nerve to 
ask what's wrong? That's just cruel, babe." 


"So? What are you going to do about it, Jonny?" Richie threw down the challenge. 

"If there was any life in my cock right now, | would show you!" Jon chuckled and threw a leg over Richie's. 
"If you're like me, you got nothing left in the tank Jonny," Richie said. He laced his fingers with Jon's. 
"Mmm," Jon hummed, "Rich?" 

"Yeah?" he said drowsily. 


A few moments later Jon said softly, his voice thick with emotion, "You're all that | need to make my fantasies 


become a reality 


Richie heard the change in Jon's voice and rolled over to face him, laying his palm on Jon's cheek, silently 


watching him as he struggled to continue. 


"And | don't care how complicated this gets, you'll still be all that | need, Richie." Jon said, a single tear escaping 


to roll down the side of his nose. 


"Oh Jonny," Richie murmured and wiped away the tear. "Don't you realise? You had my heart before | realised 


it. Without warning. Before | could say no." 


He drew Jon in closer, tucking his blonde head under his chin and held tight as they fell silent, sleep starting to 
pull Jon under, his leg still draped over Richie's thighs. 


Richie reached up and slid the control for the lights all the way off. He soothed Jon's hair with his fingers 
when he twitched in his arms with a dream or an involuntary action, Richie wasn't sure. He closed his eyes, 


buried his nose in Jon's hair and was asleep in moments. 


The First Encounter (of the Animal kind) 
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Richie woke to find the bed empty beside him as he stretched languidly, rolling to his back. As his eyes slowly 
focused, he looked out into the cool green of the treeline. As he stared mindlessly, his brain still sleep-fogged, 
he noticed movement out in one of the trees. He sat up and rubbed his eyes to force them to work. It was 
the possum and its baby, curling up into a hollow of a tree trunk. Must be a regular, he thought to himself. 
Rousing himself from the bed, he went to the bathroom before going to look for Jon, padding through the 
house barefoot and naked. 


Grabbing his sunglasses, he was dazzled by the bright sun at the other end of the house. The morning sun 
bounced like scattered diamonds off the water of the ocean and the pool before smoothing out over the tiles 


in the living room and kitchen. 

He saw Jon swimming laps in the pool and quickly made the decision to join him. The jolt of the water woke him 
up thoroughly as he dove in, glasses still on He slipped effortlessly through the length of the pool before 
coming to rest at the end, waiting for Jon to finish. 


Jon's smiling face appeared before him momentarily. "Good morning my sleeping beauty," Jon said, leaning into 
Richie for a wet kiss. 


‘Mmm, morning, my little fish," Richie chuckled. "How long have you been awake? And why is there no coffee?" 


"Ugh! Don't remind me," Jon groaned, "Apparently they don't do coffee here like we do. | can't find any type of 
machine, only an electric kettle. Did you buy any type of coffee?" 


"Nah, man, sorry," Richie frowned. "I'm so used to it just being there, | guess. Do you want me to go for a 


drive down into town?" 
Jon scrunched his nose thinking, reaching for Richie's sunglasses and putting them on. 
"How about this for a plan?" he said. "We get dressed, go have breakfast somewhere, then head back to that 


animal sanctuary, Billabong | think it was called? On the way home, we buy more food, maybe find that store 
you suggested last night, then see where the rest of the day takes us?" 


"Mmm, you liked that suggestion, did you?" Richie reached for Jon and pulled him close and nibbled on the side 
of his jaw. 


"Uh huh," he sighed. 


Richie let go of Jon unexpectedly and pushed off back to the other end of the pool and climbed out. "Well c'mon 
then!" he called, grabbing a towel and drying off quickly. 


They readied themselves quickly, climbed into the car and took off. Finding the closest cafe, they took their 
first sip of hot coffee as they waited for their order to arrive. They savoured another coffee as they ate 
their breakfast, eventually heading back to the car to drive up the highway to their adventure for the day. 


On the way out of town Jon pulled the car over outside an electrical store and went inside, telling Richie he 


wouldn't be long. He re-emerged with a state of the art coffee machine box in his arms and a wide grin 
"You know we can't make coffee in the car, babe," Richie chuckled. 


"I know, but at least we'll have coffee tomorrow morning. That is if we remember to buy the coffee this 


afternoon," Jon said, stashing the box behind his seat. 
"Are you taking that back home?" 


"Nah, I'll consider it a donation," Jon started the car and buckled up. "Besides, itll have a different power plug. It 


won't work back home." 

Hitting the road again, they made good time getting back to the animal park, following the directions of the 
billboards on the side of the highway. Pulling into the carpark that was fairly full, they firmly pulled their hats 
down over their heads and paid the admission. They were handed a map of the park and a couple of bags of 
animal feed, with instructions on which animals were allowed the food. 

Peering inside and taking a sniff, Richie said, "It's kinda like rabbit food, | guess." 


"You'll eat anything, Sambora," Jon teased. 


They made it just in time for the Koala experience, being able to get a photo holding one, as they learned more 
about the mammal. 


The little gray fuzz-ball was a lot heavier than they imagined, his claws sharp enough to dig into trees and 
poke small holes in their shirts. He smelled of eucalyptus since that's the only thing koalas ate. 


Before they moved onto other exhibits and shows, Richie raced back to the gift shop and purchase a couple of 


throw away cameras. He wanted some more personal photos of the two of them together, even if they were a 


bit on the blurry side. 
"Good thinking, Rich," Jon said when Richie handed one to him. 


They wandered through the park, following the tracks to the enclosures, just like all the other tourists and not 
having to find places to hide from fans. Their growing beards helped to disguise them along with their hats and 
sunglasses. They snapped photos of each other, sometimes goofing off in front of an animal, or sometimes if 


the mood just took them. 


They tried to spot the wombats buried in their holes, but only seeing furry behinds facing outward. They 
made their way to a darkened tunnel which gave the visitors a view to the burrows from underground behind 


a huge glass window. 


The cassowary, a relative of the emu, with its brilliant blue head and hard helmet structure, was a formidable 
creature secured by a large fence with signs warning people not to try and feed the huge bird. They are 
recorded as being a deadly force with the huge middle toes on their feet known to eviscerate a man from 


sternum to pelvis. 


They continued on to the reptiles and crocodiles, staying for both talks. The keeper explained about the 
different types of snakes found in Australia, which holds the record for the most deadliest in the world as well 


as some of the more docile pythons. 
Jon leaned into Richie and whispered, "So is your trouser snake deadly or docile?" 
"Shut up, I'm trying to listen" Richie attempted to keep a straight face. 


They showed how to bandage a limb to prevent venom from spreading through a person's body should they 
get bitten After the snakes were rebagged, the keepers bought out some of the native lizards. Goannas, Lace 


Monitors, Horned Devils and Blue Tongue Lizards were only some that were explained in depth. 


Then it was time for the crocodile feeding. The crowd gasped and cheered when the keepers entered the 
enclosure of the biggest croc in the park, enticing it from it's watery hideaway with a dead chicken. The 
sounds of the jaws snapping closed reverberated through the crowd. 


A smaller crocodile with its jaws firmly taped shut was brought through the crowd at the end of the show 
for everyone to touch or take photos. The keeper answered questions as it was handed over to Richie to hold 
as Jon snapped a photo. 


They found a shady spot and sat to rest, taking long draughts of water from the chilled bottles they'd bought 
from a vending machine. They consulted their map to see what was left. They made the plan to move through 
the kangaroos and emus first to get rid of the bags of food before making their way through the rest of the 
park to the exit. 


They found the kangaroos and wallabies well fed and drowsy in the afternoon sun, but still managed to find a 
few that would eat the offered food. The emus were always up for a feed and one followed behind them, 
snatching the paper bag from Richie's hand when he was distracted. 

"Heyl" he exclaimed. He watched the giant bird empty the contents of the bag and proceed to eat what it could. 
Jon laughed at Richie's surprised face. 


"G'arnl!! Get out of it, ya good for nothing overgrown chicken!" came a voice from behind them. 


A keeper wandered over and casually asked Richie if he was okay and went on to say that you had to watch 
out for the sneaky ones. The three chatted for a while, the keeper asking how they're enjoying their stay. 


"Well | hope you blokes have a good rest of the day. Hope you don't get stuck in the storm this afternoon, eh," 
he said. 


Both Jon and Richie looked at the clear blue sky. Jon shrugged saying, "There's no clouds." 


"Yeah, nah, never can trust the weather bureau." he tapped his leg, pulling his pant leg up showing a scar. "This 


is the only thing | trust these days. There'll be a beauty of a storm tonight, l'm telling youse." 
"Woah! That's some scar!" Richie said. 


"Yep, that was from Elvis that you saw being fed earlier." He went on to explain that he'd accidently got 
between Elvis and his chicken one day years ago, the large teeth just nicking him down the leg by accident. 


With a handshake and a goodbye he moved off to help some others dealing with the rogue emu. 
"Maybe we should hit the road, just in case?" Jon said. 


"Sure, just after we quickly go through here," Richie said, dragging Jon off to the free flight bird enclosure. 
They saw all the birds from Trish and Seth's place as well as other ground dwelling birds. 


The dingoes were the last enclosure of the day. The large native dog yipped and played like any other dog on 
the planet, yet they're closest to a wolf in genetics with their short coat, pointed ears and bushy tail. 


Making their way through the gift shop on their exit, the bought a few souvenirs and postcards for everyone 
and collected their koala photos. Jon also bought a couple of ice creams and cold drinks for the ride home. 


Ripping off the packaging from the chocolate covered treat before they even left the building, they made their 
way to the car, Richie asking Jon for the keys to drive. 


"Mmm this is good!" Jon said, licking his lips of the creamy deliciousness. 


"Jon!" Richie called to him, and when he turned he snapped a photo of him, pink tongue swiping through the 


cream on his lips. 


Richie hardened and groaned inwardly at the image, hoping that the picture would turn out perfectly so that 


he could keep it. He tucked the camera between his legs and started the car, grinning at Jon's quizzical look. 


About halfway through their trip back down the highway, the clouds started to roll in from the ocean, large 


rolling waves, heavy with rain but the sun still giving the tops an ethereal glow. 

They stopped in town at the grocery store and stocked up on necessities; the woman on the checkout 
recognizing Richie from yesterday. She greeted them both warmly, asking after their day. After polite 
conversation and finalising their purchases, Richie started out the door but Jon hung back a little, telling Richie 


he'd catch up. 


‘lm driving again," Jon shooed Richie away from the driver's door when he caught up and hopped in, starting 


the car. 

"Okay," Richie shrugged, slightly bewildered. 

Jon took the driver's seat and waited for Richie to climb in the other seat and pulled away from the curb. 
The sky was darkening quickly, thunder rumbling around ominously, and the temperature dropped dramatically 
as the winds picked up from across the ocean. The first few fat raindrops hitting the hot tarmac, disappearing 
immediately. 

"Where are we going?" Richie asked as Jon took a few different turns through town. 

"You'll see." Jon grinned, finally pulling up outside a nondescript store front. 

"The Devil's Heaven," Richie read out loud "Is this what | think it is?" 


"Uh huh" Jon replied. "You wanna go in?" 


It was at that moment a huge lightning bolt hit close by, the thunderclap loud enough to shake the car, and 


the heavens opened as if in a celestial warning. 
"Ahh do you want to go out in this?" Richie peered up at the sky. "Maybe we should leave it for another day." 
"You're not backing out, are you?" Jon asked, chewing on the inside of his lip a little. 


"No! Not at all," Richie exclaimed. He reached for Jon's hand and placed it in his lap, saying, "Does this feel like 
l'm backing out of it? | just don't feel like walking in there with drenched shorts and a hard on" 


Jon laughed and kissed him firmly. "Okay, you get a reprieve because of the storm" 

"| kinda want to spend more than five minutes in there too. I'm curious, you know?" 
"Surely you've bought sex toys before?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah but not for myself or another guy. Its always been to use on a chick" He shrugged. 


They looked at each other for an intense moment, again taking in the newness of their situation As if God 


knew what they were thinking, a loud clap of thunder reverberated through the sky. 

"Okay lets go." Starting the car again, Jon turned around and headed back to the house. 

The wipers were working at full speed but they still took it slowly along the unfamiliar roads, eventually pulling 
into the garage at the top of the escarpment. They grabbed the groceries and made a dash through the rain 
To inside, marvelling at the ferocity of the rain and wind. 


"Shit! That rain is ridiculous!" Jon said, shaking his wet head like a dog. 


They could see the storm moving across the ocean from the front of the house, darker and more ominous 


than what was above them currently. 

"Looks like we're in for a big one, just like the zookeeper guy said," Jon said. 

"Ill go check the middle room," Richie said, after unloading his bags and leaving Jon to unpack. 

He closed the glass walls, thankful the wide eaves protected the sides from much of the weather, and opened 
the louvred ceiling to allow some light in. The rain lashed the glass ceiling beneath them. He thought it would be 
cool to watch the storm above in the dark from the daybed. Another crash of thunder startled him out of his 
thoughts. He started for the bathroom and grabbed Jon's towel. 


He walked back into the kitchen and threw the towel over Jon's head and dried his hair off for him as he 


unpacked the groceries, laying them over the kitchen counter. 


“Thanks, babe," Jon said, his hands stilling and letting Richie look after him. "The middle room is a 


conservatory," he smiled. "Whatever that means. Any damage?" 
"Nah, very little at all. The design of this house is amazing," Richie said, moving on to dry Jon's back and arms. 
Jon had already removed his wet shirt. "Jon?" Richie asked, his movements had morphed into a massage of 


Jon's shoulders. 


"Hmm?" 


"Why did we buy cucumbers if we still have some from last night?" Richie said, his lips softly kissing the back 
of Jon's bent neck 


Jon's breath hitched at one particular spot Richie found. "Not sure yet. If they don't get used in a salad, I'm 
sure we can come up with a few ideas.” He turned his head and slid a sexy smile in Richie's direction, his eyes 


sparkling with wickedness. 


"Oh!" Richie took a moment to catch his breath at the implication of Jon's words. "Are you saying what | think 


you're saying?" 


"Depends on what you think I'm saying, babe," he countered and turned to face Richie and wrapped his arms 


around his neck. 


Richie licked his lips and swallowed hard and asked, "Have you used vegetables before?" His hands rested on 
Jon's hips. 


Jon shrugged slightly, "Necessity breeds invention” 


Richie felt Jon's fingers at the nape of his neck, drawing soothing little patterns into the soft skin there. He 


felt his body respond to the images he was visualizing in his mind's eye; he knew Jon could also feel it. 

"You like that, King?" Jon used his nickname from years ago when they'd go out on the prowl. "You may have 
mastered the art of swiftness, but I've figured out a few things about what works and what doesn't when l'm 
away for an extended length of time. Nobody questions when you ask for the makings of a salad delivered to 
the room late at night when you explain you like to do the preparation yourself” Jon explained, his eyes 
darkened in desire with memories. "It's easy to make it look as though you've enjoyed a homemade salad." 
"They think you want to try out your new VeggieChopper 3000?" Richie teased. 

"Dave would take that line easily enough," Jon chuckled. "Mostly no one has asked. There's perks to doing what 
we do. C'mon, help me put all this away so we can get comfortable." He said the last word with a waggle of 


eyebrows. 


"Jonny?" Richie said after Jon had moved from his arms and continued to put away the food. He was left 
standing mutely still holding Jon's Towel. 


"Hmm?" 
"Show me later?" Richie's voice came out huskily, his skin felt on fire. 


‘Of course, baby." Jon smiled; the picture of innocence apart from the dark promises held in his eyes 


Richie nodded and moved silently to the bathroom to hang the towels. The storm was still raging outside and 
now it felt as though it had moved to his body. Jolts of electricity buzzed through him thinking of what Jon 
had just revealed. 

Richie shrugged out of his wet shirt and shorts whilst in the bedroom and changed into a pair of sweatpants 
that had been lurking down at the bottom of his bag. He ruffled Jon's damp hair as he walked behind him, 
vaulting over the back of the sofa to land neatly beside him. He put his left arm around Jon's shoulders and 


leaned in to sniff his damp hair. It smelled like heat and summer and sexiness. "Mmm," he sighed out loud. 


Jon had poured them some wine and was sitting on the sofa watching the storm through the large windows. He 


sat contentedly and let Richie cuddle him. "Let's play a game," he said. 
"Sure, what do you have in mind?" Richie picked up his glass. 
"A kiss for every thunder roll and a quick grope for every lightning bolt." Jon placed his hand on Richie's thigh. 


Richie looked down at Jon's hand on said thigh. "Are there any limitations on where the kisses or gropes can 


be?" he asked. 

"No. No limits," Jon narrowed his eyes seductively. 
"Okay," Richie agreed. "And if we lose power?" 
"Anything goes," Jon left the rest hanging. 


"Ooh | like the sound of that," Richie cooed. He took a big swallow of his wine to calm himself otherwise he'd be 
blowing his load like a horny teenager with his first Playboy magazine. 


The first grumble of thunder had them kissing within moments of the beginning of their game. It started 
chastely at first but as the storm rolled in from the sea their hands and mouths were all over each other 
seeking out the known spots on each others’ skin There were moments of peace outside but they found it 


hard to find peace inside where their bodies were in turmoil. 


When they did manage to pull away from each other, their eyes couldn't break the bond, speaking so loudly 
without words as they caught their breath before the storm raged again between them. 


"Are we allowed to talk in between?" Richie asked breathlessly after another round of thunder kissing. The rain 


poured and poured against the windows. 
"Of course," Jon gulped. 


"This is intense," Richie contributed. 


Jon just nodded. 


They played on even though it was really hard to not touch in between the noise. The long rolls of thunder 


were the best because they could kiss for a while. It was a few seconds of paradise. 
"Can | grope myself?" Richie asked a bit desperately. 

Jon visibly shivered. "Just put my hand where you want it," he breathed. 

"This is a great game," Richie sighed. 


"If we lose power, I'm pretty sure I'm going to tear those off," Jon revealed, losing his cool guy exterior as he 


pointed at his lover's sweatpants. 
"Oh please do," Richie closed his eyes at the thought. 


At the next lightning strike, Richie quickly unbuttoned Jon's shorts. He cheated a little with an unzip too but 


Jon wasn't going to object. 

"Great use of that grope, Richie," Jon whispered urgently. 

"You like that?" Richie snickered. 

"Mmm," Jon nodded. "I hope you left some condoms out here, babe." 


A roll of thunder echoed across the sky as Richie was about to speak. Thinking ahead, he had smartly 
distributed the boxes of condoms in every room of the house, hoping that they would have sex in every room 
of the house. They were already up to two and hopefully about to make it three. If the power didn’t go out, he 
hoped Jon would be okay with calling the end of the game and fucking right here on the sofa. 


Jon leaned into Richie's space, pushing his shoulders back against the sofa and swiped the flat of his tongue 
from the closest nipple up over his chest slowly to the hollow at the base of his throat. 


Richie groaned deep in his chest, his fingers clutching at the edge of the sofa with one hand, the other trying 
not to break the stem of his wine glass. "Ooh what you just did there- would that be a kiss or a grope? 


Because you used your tongue but-" 
He was interrupted by thunder when Jon sat back with a satisfied smirk and licked his lips. 
Richie felt the electricity along the line that Jon's wet tongue had travelled. Dear god, he'd never wished for a 


power outage as much as what he was just now! In his desire addled brain he tried to think of his next move. 


This had become a mind game as much as anything else; he wanted to see who would crack first. 


"The-" he cleared his throat. "The condoms are right behind you on the table." He took a deep swallow of his 


wine. 
"Hmm- handy," Jon murmured as he watched Richie over the rim of his glass. 


Richie contemplated his next move as the rain drummed a steady beat against the tin roof, the wind in the 


trees singing in accompaniment. 


"So- today was cool, right?" Richie's voice seemed loud in their silence, trying to calm his racing body. "I think 
the snake show was very informative. Especially the first aid side of things." 


He saw Jon smirk. "Uh huh- very useful if you get bitten," he agreed, "I mean we've been wandering around 
here naked a lot and up at the waterfall the other day. A snake might get confused with what is leg and what 


is penis with you, babe." 
Richie snorted, wondering where Jon was going with his commentary. 


"| would have to bandage you up if you got a bite on the leg," Jon continued pretending to think, "but if it was 
your dick, I'd have to suck out the poison." 


Richie saw the gleam of naughty amusement in Jon's eyes and groaned out loud. 


"| might even have to suck hard to get it all out," he mused, emphasising the word hard, as he slid down to 
the floor between Richie's knees. "It might feel-" he paused to draw in a breath through his teeth. "Do you 
think we should practice? You know, just in case?" Jon ran his hands up Richie's thighs, his fingers curling 
around his waistband. 


Richie knew he was done for; he'd lost this game, knowing that he would soon feel Jon's hot, wet mouth around 
his aching cock. He felt roughened fingertips grazing back and forth over the skin at his hips as Jon's breath 
puffed warmly over his bare belly. 


"Yeah, Jonny," Richie nodded. "You should practice that." He carded his fingers through the damp hair between 
his knees pulling Jon closer in encouragement. Their initial game was put aside now, as he lifted his hips to allow 


Jon to pull the soft fabric down his long legs and off his feet. 


"Hmm better check your legs first for bites," Jon said, caressing the naked skin of Richie's inner thighs with 
his fingers and laying wet kisses as he travelled upwards. 


Richie felt as though he was going to crawl out of his skin at the maddening touches that Jon was bestowing 
on him and he hadn't even touched his cock yet! "You sure you can't find anything?" Richie moaned when Jon's 


nail ran through the crease of his thigh and hips. 


"Nope, not yet" Jon said, desire thick in his voice. He blew a stream of cool air over Richie's cock to watch it 


bob around. 
"Unh- Try a bit higher," he panted, "Maybe use your mouth to feel around. 


"You mean like this?" Jon said. He pointed his tongue out of his mouth and slowly drew it up Richie's length, 
flicking slowly over the patch beneath the V. 


"Fuck yeah!" Richie breathed, "Just like that" 

"I still didn't find anything," Jon sat back on his heels, his moist lips shining in the soft glow of the lights. 

"Dear god, then you better look closer," Richie managed to get out. "I'm having trouble breathing!" He didn't 
know what to do with his hands. He dug his fingers into his thighs to still them, his head pressed into the back 
of the sofa 

"Okay, I'll try better this time," Jon smiled. 

Richie watched through hooded eyes as Jon kneeled up closer, his pink tongue darting out to wet his lips. 

Jon's fingers sought out his as he opened his luscious mouth wide to take Richie in. Richie clamped down on 
Jon's fingers as he watched himself entering Jon's mouth then hitting the back of his throat. Jon stilled. A 
small trickle of saliva ran down Richie's shaft as Jon deep-throated him for as long as possible. He pulled up 
slowly with a light suction, popping off the head with a small smacking sound and a sigh. 

"Better baby?" Jon asked innocently, ignoring the spittle running down his chin 

"More," was all Richie was capable of saying before being engulfed again 

He was transfixed by Jon's blonde head bobbing around as he worked his mouth around and up and down, Jon's 
suction increasing slightly with each pull. They'd both completely forgotten about the storm raging outside as 


their own passion swirled around them. 


In one great crack of nature's fury the lights and power flickered off, leaving them and the whole town in 


darkness. 


Jon pulled off Richie's cock in surprise at the lightning strike and cheered when the lights cut out, "About 
fucking time!" 


"Oh thank fuck for that!" Richie exclaimed, "Get up here, Jonny!" He reached over to the table behind the sofa 
for the box of condoms and laughed when he saw the glowing box in his hand. "Of course it had to be the glow 
in the dark ones, didn't it?" he chuckled, ripping one off and using his teeth to open the small foil pack. 


"Let me," Jon reached for the condom and rolled it down Richie's length. "Rich, all | can see is your glowing 


penis." 


They both snorted in amusement as Richie's cock glowed magnificently in the dark; bouncing hard with every 


chuckle. 


Jon stood and dropped his shorts then pushed Richie even further back into the sofa cushions and straddled 
Richie's lop. 

Richie could finally touch Jon so he ran his hands up from his bent knees, up the backs of his thighs to his 
ass cheeks, kneading them roughly as Jon kissed him. He then scraped his stubbled chin down through Jon's 
chest hair hearing him groan and feeling his body shiver, his back arching into the touch. Jon had wrapped an 
arm around Richie's neck holding him close as Richie suckled on Jon's nipples, teasing them into hard little nubs. 
He milked Jon's cock with his hand, sliding his thumb up the underside of the shaft to the slit, gathering the 


silky fluid and smearing it over Jon's entrance. 


Jon groaned deeply when Richie's fingers teased, circled and slipped through the muscle before going back for 


more. 
"Enough!" Jon said. "I want you now, Rich." 
"Thought you'd never ask, baby," Richie said, spreading Jon's ass wide. 


Jon gripped Richie's glowing cock and guided him in. Their mutual moans were lost in the noise of the storm as 


Jon seated himself fully onto Richie's shaft. 

"Hey, look," Jon breathed. "I made your cock disappear." 

"Jonny?" Richie's nostrils flared. 

"Yeah babe?" Jon panted. 

"Shut the fuck up now and just ride me, okay?" Richie licked the side of Jon's face. "Please?" 


Jon couldn't resist that. "Okay, babe," he grinned and undulated his hips against Richie's, linking his fingers 
behind Richie's neck. 


Richie gripped Jon's hips as they moved, his thumbs brushing through Jon's thatch of pubes and rubbing the 
sac over his tight balls but never touching his cock. Their mouths met in a passionate clash of lips and teeth, 
tongues sliding into opposing mouths as they kissed slowly and deeply. Their mouths were just as intimately 
joined as their lower halves as they sighed and moaned. 


The lightning strobed and the thunder crashed around them as their bodies moved together in ecstasy. Richie 
slipped a thumb beneath Jon's balls and massaged the fleshy pad of his perineum as his cock brushed the spot 


internally. Jon pulled his mouth from Richie's with a cry as Jors balls pulled up tight to his body. Sensing Jon 
was close, he took the globes in his palm and gently pulled them away, halting his orgasm in its tracks. 


"Fuck Rich, just let me cum already,’ Jon whined. 


"Not yet, baby," Richie breathed and clamped his lips over the spot on Jon's neck, sucking at the flesh gently 


needing to mark him, to claim him as his. 


"Wait- wait, let me turn around," Jon breathed and gently disengaged himself from Richie. He stood and shook 


out his legs before turning around to reverse cowboy. 


Before he lowered himself again, Richie leaned forward and gripped Jon's hips. He put his hand on the small of 
his back to tip Jon forward and ran his tongue up Jon's crack. He felt the full body shudder work its way 
though Jon as he ate him out quickly before pulling him back onto his aching cock. 


Jon braced his arms on Richie's knees as he lifted himself up and down, Richie reaching around and fisting Jon's 


shaft in time. 


"Damn Jonny, seeing you take me up your ass is fucking mind-blowing!” Richie breathed. "So glad you bought 


the glow in the dark ones." He ran his spare hand down Jon's spine and over his ass cheeks. 


"Jesus baby, | love it when you talk dirty." Jon breathed and squeezed his muscles around Richie's penis, milking 


him hard. 


"Ahh fuck- keep doing that," Richie moaned, twisting his fingers around Jon, hoping to bring them both to 
orgasm at the same time. He was so close. A few moments later he breathed, "I- | won't be much longer, 


Jonny." 
‘I'm close too, baby," Jon replied, twisting himself around and side to side. 
"Where do you want to cum?" Richie asked, "My hand, my face, my mouth?" 


"Hmm-" Jon moaned. "Lie back baby. | want you in my ass but | want to cum over your belly." He pulled off 


quickly and waited for Richie to lie back on the sofa before mounting his cock again. 


Richie gripped Jon's penis and pumped him hard, brushing his thumb enticingly over the sensitive glans as Jon 
moved above him. Richie felt the inevitable swelling in his hand and the vice-like grip of Jon's ass around his 
cock as he careened into his orgasm. Richie increased the grip as Jon jerkily rocked himself into Richie's fist, 


shooting his cum over the smooth stomach below. 


The sight of Jon's silent orgasmic scream in the lightning flashes pushed him over the edge, his hot spunk 
filling the latex around him. He rocked his hips up into Jon as he emptied himself completely, his fingers digging 
into Jon's thighs. His head was buzzing with the force of his release. 


"Oh yeah!" Jon sighed. He collapsed onto Richie's chest, his arms unable to hold him up any longer. 


Richie kissed the top of Jon's head and wrapped his arms around him tightly in the dark, not caring about the 
mess between them, he just wanted to hold Jon as close as possible in his post coital bliss. "Mmm Jonny." 


"| hope this storm never ends,” Jon mumbled in Richie's chest. 


"Well we have everything we need right here. Shelter, food and sex. Plenty of sex. Loads. Bunches. Tons." Richie 


chuckled when Jon clamped his hand over his mouth. 
"| get it already," Jon said 
They fell silent as Richie kissed Jon's palm and pulled it down, holding it over his heart. 


He felt himself slip from Jon's body eventually, and the blonde sighed and stretched out along Richie's warm 
body. Jon had slipped into a post orgasm doze as Richie shifted them both to a more comfortable position. 
Eventually taking care of the used latex, his eyes closed as the tremors in his muscles eased and his breathing 
evened out. He had no idea what the time it was but knew it was still relatively early and they hadn't eaten as 


yet. That was his last conscious thought before sleep claimed him also. 


The First Salad 


Author's Notes: 
Smut for smut-sake! Read on if you dare ;)-summer salads will never seem the same again. 


There was brightness suddenly clawing its way underneath Richie's eyelids. He fought for consciousness to try 
and figure things out and eventually realisied that the power had returned. 


"Jonny," he said, as he started to untangle their limbs. "Power's back up." 


He sat on the edge of the couch, his head hanging down to shield his eyes from the sudden glare. Jon slowly 
stirred on the cushions behind him, stretching long and hard. 


"Mmm | was comfortable," he pouted, "How long was | asleep for?" 

Richie checked his watch. "We- we were asleep. Not long. Maybe half hour." 

Jon stood, saying, "Be back soon," and headed for the bathroom, grabbing his wet shirt on the way. 

Still waking up, Richie leaned back against the cushions listening to the white noise that had replaced the 
cacophony of the storm that raged not so long ago. He heard Jon coming back through the house after a visit 
to the bathroom, then felt his arms curl around his neck from behind. 

"You okay, Rich?" Jon asked. 

"God yeah! A bit hungry but feeling good," he smiled. 


"You want me to start some dinner?" Jon stood and moved to the kitchen. "While we have power?" 


Richie noted that he'd put on long pants that hung enticingly low on his bare hips. He searched for his own 


sweats and pulled them on. 


"I can make some pasta quickly," Jon said as he searched for the ingredients and pots and pans. "You want to 
do a salad?" 


"Sure," Richie agreed, throwing away the condom and rubbish from earlier. "Ill just go wash up." 
He came back and Jon had the water boiling for the pasta and the sauce well on its way. The salad ingredients 


were waiting for him on the bench, the smooth skinned cucumber glaringly obvious in its arrangement with a 


couple of tomatoes. 


"You're so wicked, babe," Richie chuckled, as he kissed the back of Jon's neck 
The blonde grinned from underneath his hair. "Just in case you thought I'd forgotten 
Richie's eyebrows waggled. "Do you feel up to it tonight, or wait for another day?" 


"Letts see what happens after dinner,” Jon turned from the stove top and hooked his fingers into Richie's 
waistband to draw him in for a kiss. "But I'm okay at the moment," he continued. 


Jon's sexy lopsided grin took Richie's breath away. He couldn't believe he was feeling that familiar sizzle in his 
blood again, his cock twitching just at the thought. He saw Jon drop his eyes to where their bodies met then 
back to his with a satisfied smirk. 

"I can feel you're okay at the moment too, babe," Jon said. 

"Yeah well what can | say?" Richie said, "You're one sexy motherfucker!" 


"lll take that as a compliment,” Jon said turning back to the sauce. 


"Good because it was meant as one," Richie said and set about preparing the salad, returning one whole 


cucumber to the fridge. 

They prepared dinner and ate like any other couple would in a new relationship, with lots of laughter, kisses and 
accidental touches. After they cleaned their plates, Richie retrieved his guitar and they both worked on a piece 
of music that they'd been discussing while they ate. Getting lost in the music they were surprised to find it 
close to midnight when they took a break 


"| guess we should clean up this mess," Jon said, standing up and stretching his back out after sitting for so 


long. 
"Yeah | guess," Richie offered. "You rinse, I'll stack" 


Jon started to rinse off the pots he'd used for the pasta as Richie cleared the table and brought them to the 
sink He stood closely behind Jon as he placed the dirty dishes on the counter and kissed him on the shoulder. 


"This is very domestic, isn't it?" Richie noted. "| could get used to this." He put his hands on Jon's hips, pulling 
him back into his body as he worked. 


"You want to see me with dishpan hands?" Jon chuckled then sighed as Richie worked his kisses across his 
shoulders and up his neck. 


"Mmm yeah just like you are now," Richie said. "Barefoot and in the kitchen" 


He reached around Jon and turned the tap off as Jon finished the last plate, his other hand had been sliding up 
Jon's belly slowly seeking out his nipple and thrumming it with his fingertips. 


Jon reached for a tea towel to wipe his hands before turning in Richie's arms. "At least you didn't add 
pregnant to that statement." 


"Way too soon to talk about knocking you up, sweetheart," Richie chuckled 

"Good," he grinned. “But we could have lots of fun trying, right?" 

"Lots of fun," Richie agreed. 

He captured Jon's mouth with his as they stood in the dim kitchen. Jon wrapped his arms around Richie's 
shoulders at they deepened their kisses. They were lost in the moment and didn't notice the lightning outside, 


heralding a fresh stormfront heading their way. They pulled apart in surprise after a sudden crack of thunder. 


"l even love doing dishes with you," Jon sighed, his eyes darkening to a midnight blue. "Let's kill the lights and 
watch this storm from the daybed." 


"Are we going to play the same game?" Riichie asked. 
"Nope, not this time." Jon smiled, "Just you and me, baby." 


He held his hand out to Richie and pulled him along into the middle of the house, killing the lights to the kitchen 


as they went. The conservatory was significantly cooler to the rest of the house due to the breezeway. 
"Shall we start the fire?" Richie suggested, "It's only a gas one but it might make it a bit warmer.” 
"Sure," Jon agreed. "We can also snuggle and keep each other warm too." 


Richie fiddled with the fireplace controls as Jon climbed on the daybed. Richie turned when Jon whistled as a 
fork of lightning shot across the sky. 


"That was epic," Jon said. "Whoever thought up this room concept is amazingly talented” 

When the fire was set, Richie crawled up beside Jon and into his arms. "Warm enough, baby?" he asked 
"Hmm not yet," he exaggerated a shiver. "Hold me closer, Rich." 

Richie pulled Jon closer, wrapping his arms around him, "Like this?" 


"Hmm closer," Jon said. 


Richie placed his leg in between Jon's. "Better?" he asked. 

"Almost" Jon said. 

Richie settled between Jon's spread legs, his arms propped by his elbows under Jon's arms. 
"Yeah, that's better," Jon breathed when Richie rolled his hips against Jon's. 

"Thought we were going to watch the lightning, baby?" Richie noted 


"Mmm I'd rather make our own," Jon pulled Richie down, his fingers tangling in his hair, scooping it behind his 


ear. "Kiss me, baby." 


Richie moved in closer, his lips barely grazing Jon's as their breath mingled. His tongue briefly tasted Jon's top 
lip as he slanted his mouth and then sucked on his luscious bottom lip. He nuzzled his nose against Jon's 
teasingly when they broke for air, their lips already swollen from earlier kisses. Richie scooped his hand under 


Jon's head to hold him even closer as he went back for more of Jon's intoxicating mouth. 


He vaguely felt Jon's fingers digging into his back as their legs tangled, Jon using his feet to pull on Richie's 
pant legs. 


"Jonny, | feel like having more- salad," he murmured into Jon's neck before moving down to his collarbone. His 
lips found all the spots he'd discovered in the past few days that drove Jon wild as he moved further down 
his body. 


When he got to the waistband of Jon's pants, he slowly dragged the tip of his wet tongue along the edge of 
the fabric. Jon arched up into the touch, silently begging for more. Richie could feel the heat of Jon's erection 
through the fabric. He rubbed his chin up and down over the length, Jon's musk strong in his nostrils as a 
damp patch appeared, his thighs tightening around his shoulders. He curled his fingers into the fabric and drew 
it down over Jon's cock, watching it bounce against the cool air. 


"Baby?" Jon said breathlessly. "Want to watch first?" 


"Jesus- fuck yeah," Richie huffed. "Stay there!" He stood and darted off back into the kitchen to find the 


cucumber and lube; a box of condoms was already in the middle room. 

When he walked back in, he swore his heart stopped and he fumbled with what he was holding when he saw 
Jon laying naked in the middle of the bed. The light of the fireplace cast a glow over his already warm skin. His 
hand was firmly around his shaft stroking himself slowly, his other fondling his balls. 


"What took you so long, gorgeous?” Jon said, his voice soft and sexy. 


Richie swallowed heavily around the lump in his throat. His cock ached and throbbed in time to the strokes Jon 
was giving himself. He felt himself ooze a little down his own shaft. "Dear god, Jonny," he whispered reverently, 
mesmerised by the vision before him. He made his way to the side of the bed, placing the items on the bed in 
a trance. 


"You like what you see, Rich?" Jon moved his legs wider, invitingly. 


The sky above them flashed in random patterns of nature's light show, casting a spotlight over the star 
attraction on the bed. 


"Ye-" he cleared his throat. "Fuck yeah!" 

‘lm glad. It's turning me on even more having you watch me like this," Jon murmured. 

Richie shed his pants and lay sideways down beside Jon and propped himself up on one arm as he watched 
closely and silently. He bent his head towards Jon's chest and circled his tongue around the small nub, eliciting 
a groan from Jon as Richie drew it into his mouth to suckle on Richie made it his mission to worship Jon's 
body, playing him like the finest instrument until he was writhing on the bed. Their moans, sighs and murmurs 
blended seamlessly with the bassline of the thunder above them. 


lm ready, Rich," Jon moaned, reaching for a cucumber and the lube. 


"Here," Richie placed a cucumber in Jon's hand. "Allow me." He drizzled the clear liquid copiously over it, and 


Jon's crease and grasping hole, before scooting down the bed to watch. 


He licked his lips as Jon rolled to one side slightly and breached his body with the curved fruit, his mouth 


falling open in rapture. "Slowly," Jon breathed. "I like slow." 

"That looks so fucking amazing, Jonny," Richie breathed, barely able to speak. "So sexy." He mentally compared 
himself in size with it, figuring it was slightly larger in girth than himself and marvelled at the sight of Jon 
fucking himself with it. He took note at the angle and speed Jon was using to gain maximum pleasure. 


"Oh Rich," Jon moaned. "So many wasted nights imagining it was you." 


Richie couldn't help himself; he wrapped his hand around himself, stroking firmly in response to the most 
intimate nature of what was being shared with him. "Jesus," Richie huffed. 


"Baby?" Jon said, "I'd much rather it be you from now on, okay? Just you." 
"I can't believe I'm fucking jealous of a piece of fruit," Richie growled. "Your ass is mine now, Jonny." 


"Then fucking take it already," Jon responded. "Fuck me, baby!" 


Richie quickly sheathed himself and moved up behind Jon's body, spooning him. Running his hand down the arm 
holding the cucumber, he gently removed it from Jon's hand and body and dropped it onto the cushion, slipping 


himself into Jon's warmth at last. 

Jon cried out in pleasure as Richie's hard shaft slowly sank to the hilt. "Ahh Rich- fuck!" he cried out. 
"Fuck Jonny," he exclaimed. "Your ass is so hot- feels so good. Tell me | feel better than the cucumber!" 
"Yessss, better!" Jon cried. "So much better." 


Richie felt Jon grip him as his lips found the spot behind Jon's ear, worrying it with his teeth and tongue. With 
every stroke and slap of hot flesh they took themselves closer and closer to ecstasy. 


As much as he wanted to race to his own finish, Richie realised that this was the third time today that Jon 
had been the bottom. He didn't want to cause him any more discomfort so he forced himself to keep a slow 
and steady rhythm. He continued to mouth at Jon's neck, making him shiver as his flesh broke out in 


goosebumps. 


His free arm caressed the length of Jon's body from shoulder to knee, skimming the warm flesh of his hips to 
sift his fingers through the crisp curls as the base of his cock, eliciting a gasp when he pulled sharply on 
them. 


"Rich- l'm- oh!" Jon moaned through clenched teeth as he emptied himself into his fist. 


"Unh- Jon- ahhh," Richie managed as Jon clamped down around his cock, milking him hard as they came within 


moments of each other, pleasure crashing through them as surely as the stormfront rolled overhead. 


Richie took hold of Jon's messy hand and slowly sucked each digit clean, dragging his tongue over the sensitive 
webbing between each finger. He savoured the taste and feel of Jon's seed on his tongue, the little tingle over 
his taste buds fascinated him. He wasn't sure if he'd ever come as hard as he had since being with Jon. He 
eventually softened and slipped from Jon who immediately turned in his arms and crashed their mouths 
together in a wild frantic kiss as his hands grasped onto Richie. 


"God | love you, Rich!" Jon cried against his lips. "Hold me. Never let me go." 
"Hey! Hey, relax Jonny," Richie said, stroking Jon's hair trying to soothe him. 


A sudden flash of lightning overhead showed the tear tracks over Jon's cheeks before he tucked his head 


under Richie's chin. Jon's tears were falling as softly as the rain above their heads. 


Richie had never seen Jon this needy and insecure before. First there was the nightmare a few days ago and 
now this. Richie continued to soothe Jon as they lay in the darkness; feeling his breathing calm finally, his 
fingers loosen their hold on him. Richie slipped his hand down between them both and removed the spent 


condom. 


"Jonny?" Richie asked softly, "What going on in that pretty head of yours, huh?" He heard a sniffle and felt a 
shuddering breath go through the blonde's body curled up against him. 


'|-" Jon started to say, "| can't believe | did that in front of you, Rich. And that you're still here." 


‘lm glad you did, Richie clarified. "But do you often burst into tears after mind-blowing sex?" He interlaced his 
fingers of his free hand with Jon's, the other still on Jon's hair. 


"No," Jon sighed. "There was definitely some kind of trigger there that broke through. It shattered whatever 
was left of that box | told you about the other night" 


Richie nodded and squeezed Jon's shoulders in acknowledgement. They fell into their own thoughts for a long 


while. Richie softly circled his thumb around Jon's, the rhythm and feel almost hypnotic. 


"I want to tell the others as soon as we get home,” Jon said, propping himself up to look at Richie. "| don't want 


to have to live like | was before, pretending that you were there with me." 


‘Its a big step Jonny," Richie countered with a sigh, "And so soon too." He disentangled himself from Jon and 
sat on the side of the bed 


"| know," Jon said. 


| mean, it's only been a week, baby." Richie said. He got that squirrelly feeling in his gut again. "What-" he 
started again. "What happens if they don't approve? l- | just-" 


"You think l'm rushing again," Jon interrupted. 


"Yeah just a litte bit," Richie nodded. “There's a saying that if you start a relationship fast, then it will end 
fast." He paused and took a deep breath before continuing, "Jonny, you cant rush something that you want to 
last forever. You do want this to be forever, right?" 


"Oh god yes!" Jon moved to kneel behind Richie and wrapped himself around his bare back. "I'm sorry, Rich," Jon 
murmured and kissed neck. "I know I'm far from perfect; hell, I'm as flawed as fuck! Especially when it comes 


to having patience. But my love for you is pure and unflawed”" 


"I know Jonny,” Richie said. "Just bear with me okay?" He moved to sit amongst the cushions and brought Jon 
to sit on his lap. 


"Love makes us crazy, right?" Jon said, snuggling into Richie, "Do you think the amount of crazy equates to the 


amount of love one feels for someone?" 


"Maybe," Richie sighed, "If thats the case, then maybe we both need assessing for the asylum." 

Jon chuckled and settled more comfortably on Richie's lap. 

Let's save the crazy talk for later, huh?" Richie said. "Let's talk about your penchant for cucumbers." 
‘Oh my god!" Jon laughed. "That was so bad, babel” 


"| thought it was clever," Richie peered down at Jon. "Seriously though, | think | wanna try it. I'm curious," 


Richie admitted. 
"We have to get some real sex toys Rich." Jon said, "The salad days are over, babe." 


Richie snorted in amusement first before the giggles took over. It then set Jon off as well. "I'm serious," Richie 


said once the giggles had subsided. 
Jon looked at him, judging his sincerity. 


Richie tucked a strand of hair behind Jon's ear before drawing him in for a soft kiss. Sitting in the semi 
darkness with the rain softly smattering against the glass ceiling and the warmth of the fire, they lost 
themselves in the feel of soft lips sliding gently over each other, tongues tasting and exploring; creating the 
spark that reignited their passion 


Jon was the one who pulled back first, his kiss-swollen lips parted and moist and ready with a question, "Rich? 


You still want to do this?" 
"Yeah, yeah | do," he nodded. 


"Okay then," Jon said and climbed off Richie's lap and searched for the cucumber amongst the cushions. "I'l 


just give this a quick wash. Make yourself comfortable, baby." 


Richie moved further down the bed and settled into the cushions. He was a little nervous but excited at the 
same time. He could tell that Jon had enjoyed it and he himself was always up for almost anything. 


Jon returned momentarily and climbed back onto the bed beside Richie. He distracted him with kisses, deep 
breath-stealing kisses as he slipped the cucumber into his hand. "You ready, baby?" Jon asked when he pulled 
back. 


Richie saw the heat of desire in Jon's eyes as they searched his face. He could also see that Jon's pulse was 
racing, bounding away just under the skin on his neck. It made him hot knowing that he was causing these 
reactions in Jon. "Uh huh," he nodded, his tongue darting out to moisten his dry mouth. Richie awkwardly took 
the cucumber and rubbed it around his balls and then further back. "Oh. Feels kinda funny. Don't know why | 


was expecting it to be cold." 


"You'll need to put lube on it, silly," Jon offered, sweeping hair gently away from Richie's eyes. 
Richie chuckled, "I'm getting there. Don't make me start singing a Gunner song to you!" 

"Fuck nol" Jon exclaimed, horrified. "Ugh. Mood killer: 

Richie grinned at Jon and reached for the bottle, generously coating the fruit and himself 


Jon's eyes never left his face, a small but eager smile on his lips. "Stroke yourself. Relax," Jon whispered as he 
kissed Richie's shoulder. His lips and fingers danced over Richie's arms, chest and belly as he teased Richie's 


most vulnerable spots. "You look amazing, Rich." 


Richie hummed as his hands worked in unison. His initial awkwardness faded into the new sensations. He barely 


recognised the movement on the bed until he opened his eyes and saw Jon's expectant face between his thighs. 


"Put your feet up on my shoulders, baby, itll help with the entry," Jon said, picking Richie's legs up one by one. 
"Here, let me do that so you have a free hand" He took over stroking Richie's rock hard erection, the heated 
flesh slipping and sliding over the the hard muscle beneath. 


"Feels so good," Richie moaned when he pushed the cucumber a little at his entrance. He was surprised at how 


good it felt so far, to be perfectly honest. 


"Slide it in when you're ready. Go slow though," Jon encouraged him. "Remember this is about as big as you 


are. 


Richie stretched his cheeks wide with his free hand and gently pushed against the ring of muscle, wincing 
slightly as he worked the cucumber in slowly. He paused to allow his body to get used to the new intrusion 
before pushing a little harder, closing his eyes as he concentrated on the feeling of being stretched beyond 
what he thought was capable. A new respect for his previous partners dawned on him when Jon reminded him 


that this was as big as he was. 


"Breathe, baby, breathe through the pain," Jon murmured, one hand laid soothingly over his lower belly. "Move 


it in and out when you're ready. Work it in slowly.” 
"Jesus, Jonny,” Richie groaned, a sheen of perspiration covering his skin. He felt so full. The only sounds in the 
room were their heavy breathing interspersed with sighs and moans of pleasure, the rain on the roof 


providing a steady rhythm to accompany them. 


"Yesssss- almost there." Jon said, his eyes wide as he licked his bottom lip as if the finest meal was placed 
before him. 


"You're such a sexy teacher, Jonny," Richie panted as he worked the cucumber in and out of his body, feeling 


it sink further in on each thrust, his hips moving up and down. 


"Yeah, baby, just like that. Fuck that's hot!" Jon practically drooled. He shifted uncomfortably as his own desires 
forcefully took hold of him again. 


Richie arched off the bed with a cry, bearing down on Jon's shoulders when he hit his prostate. He found that 
particular angle again and fell into a rhythm that suited him until he was writhing on the bed and almost 
pushing Jon backwards with his legs. 

"There, that's it, isn't it?" Jon almost moaned with him. "How does it feel baby?" 


"Fucking amazing," he managed to grit out, his hand working the cucumber steadily in and out of his body. 


"So you like it?" Jon asked eagerly. He kissed the insides of Richie's legs and stroked and fondled his erect cock 
and tight balls. 


"Oh | think so," Richie breathed, barely capable of conversation at this point. 
Jon silently watched. "You're a natural, honey.” 


Richie opened his mouth to speak but couldn't make his dry mouth or brain form any words. He was on the 


precipice of his orgasm, barely able to hold on any longer. 
"How do you wanna come? By yourself or take it out so | can enter you?" Jon interrupted excitedly. 
"You!" Richie exclaimed. "But hurry." 


"Hang on then, baby," Jon reached for a condom and quickly put it on. He gently took the cucumber from 
Richie's ass and slipped his eager cock into his lover's body, the loosened muscle drawing down around Jon "Oh 


fuck yes!" he groaned lusttully. 


Richie felt the fire racing through his veins, the curl of release winding around his spine like a spring ready to 
be released as his orgasm hit within moments of Jon's cock sliding into him. He clamped down hard around Jon 


as he exploded over his belly. 


"Ohh- fuck!" Richie groaned. His ears were ringing from holding his breath as he rode out his release. The 
tendons in his neck were clearly visible as he strained backwards into the pillow. He grasped in vain at anything, 


trying to anchor himself against the freefall into the ultimate ecstasy. 


"Yeah, baby," Jon encouraged, whispering hotly into Richie's ear, as he used his contracting body to his 
advantage. "You feel amazing, coming around me. My sexy little pleasure machine.” He licked Richie's earlobe, 


making him shiver. 


As Richie slowly pieced himself back together, he could see that Jon was concentrating hard, trying to linger. 
He felt him slow down his rhythm, guessing he was savouring their lovemaking. "Ahh Jonny," he sighed, happy 
that he was giving his lover so much pleasure. He wrapped his shaky legs around Jon's hips and drew him in 
closer, his arms winding around his neck to pull his luscious mouth down for a soul-searing kiss. He simply held 
on, allowing Jon to do whatever he wanted with his spent body. 


Richie finally gained some equilibrium enough to entice Jon's body with his, bringing him off finally. Richie felt 


Jon's thrusts become slower but more forceful the closer he got. 


Jon pushed up onto his arms to gain the right angle for himself, as Richie followed to take his nipple between 
his teeth, pulling gently down and flicking his tongue over the nub. 


‘C'mon Jonny," Richie growled, knowing his dirty talk would tip his lover over the edge. "I can feel you, you're 
almost there. Your cock is so hot inside me." He grazed his nails over Jon's ass, grasping and kneading his 
cheeks as they bunched and clenched with each thrust. 

"Ahh Rich," Jon breathed. "Such a dirty mouth." 


"You know it, babe," Richie started matching his hips to Jon's thrusts, "I want you to fuck my ass hard. | don't 


want to be able to walk tomorrow and when | do, I'll remember your dick inside me. Fuck me, baby!" 
"Yeah, oh yeah," Jon moaned. "I'm- oh god!" 


| can't wait for the day when | can feel your cum dripping out of my ass," Richie murmured against Jon's 


neck. 


Richie saw Jon clench his jaw, his neck arched and felt a searing heat deep within him, as Jon emptied himself 


into the condom. 


"That's it, my baby," Richie crooned. "Cum for me. Give it all to me." He peppered Jon lips, face and neck with 


kisses. "You look so fucking sexy when you're fucking mel” 

"Ahh Rich," Jon moaned through the last throes of his orgasm, before collapsing partially on top of Richie. 
Richie stroked Jon's back and hair as he regained his composure. He felt Jon slip from his body and rolled them 
both to their sides, stretching his tired muscles out. They lay silently, apart from their harsh breathing, 
gulping for air to replenish their lungs. He glanced over to Jon who had his arm draped over his eyes, he could 
see his heart bounding beneath the apex of his ribs and in the hollow of his throat. He was the picture of 
absolute sexual devastation. 


"Wow Richie, | don't want to move," Jon groaned, "Ever!" 


"That was a fucking trip, Jonny!" Richie grinned. "Who needs drugs to have your mind blown like that!" 


"Fucking amazing," Jon agreed, finally dragging his arm off his face, peering down his own body to make sure he 
took care of the condom cleanly. With a groan he sat up and gingerly stood on shaky legs and made for the 
kitchen with the cucumber, the used condoms and wrappers. 

Richie heard him dump everything in the rubbish bin. He sat up on the bed and looked at the evidence of their 
play; covers all pulled loose and dirty, cushions fallen on the floor, and the bottle of lube buried beneath the 


remaining cushion. He saw Jon return with Gatorade for them, his already half gone. 


"We need to replenish our fluids, babe," Jon said as he handed Richie a bottle. "I think mine are all gone after 
tonight." 


"l'm surprised | had anything left to come out of me just now," Richie revealed. 

"It feels like we've had 20 orgasms today." Jon sat on the edge of the bed and kissed Richie's shoulder. 

"What a great vacation" Richie grinned sleepily then continued, "I need a shower!" 

"C'mon babe," Jon stood holding his hand out to the brunette. "We'll fix this tomorrow." 

Jon lead him into the bathroom and turned on the large bespoke shower, the warm water from the wide head 
was enough to encompass both men Richie let himself be pushed under the spray as Jon reached for the 
shampoo and washed Richie's hair then applying shower gel to the washcloth and gently washed away any 
evidence of their night of play. He sent Richie from the cubicle to dry off as he washed himself. 


"Dry your hair properly, Rich," Jon scolded him. "You can't get sick on me now!" 


"Yes, boss," Richie mumbled from under his towel, scooping it up into a turban so that he could clean his teeth. 
"Can | ask you something?" 


"Surel" Jon nodded as he dried himself off. 

"Did you feel silly the first time? With the cucumber?" Richie asked around his toothbrush. 
"No, | felt silly the first time with the carrot," Jon answered honestly. 

"Of course," Richie rolled his eyes slightly. 


"I wanted to be as close to you as possible. | wanted to be ready," Jon stopped, their eyes meeting in the 
mirror before he had to rinse his mouth. 


"You do like to prepare," Richie winked 


"Most fun rehearsal ever," Jon grinned. Becoming serious he asked, "Did you feel embarrassed, honey?" 
"A little," he shrugged. "Then | saw the look on your face. l- | didn't feel silly anymore." 


"That's because you looked so fucking sexy," Jon smiled, pulling the towel from Richie's head and tousled the 
damp tresses. Pressing his lips against Richie's in a brief kiss before, "Go to bed, baby, I'll be there soon" 


Richie nodded and wandered into the bedroom, drawing the curtains before climbing into bed. He fought to keep 


his eyes open long enough to see Jon crawl in beside him. 
"Roll over Rich," Jon murmured and killed the lights. "| want to hold you tonight.” 


Richie did as asked and bunched the pillow under his head as Jon shuffled in behind him. Jon draped his arm 
over his side, his fingers absently making tiny circles on his belly and his top leg scooped behind Richie's bent 
leg. 


He felt Jon's nose nuzzle into the back of his neck, "I love you, Rich," he whispered. 
"Love you too." 


They were asleep within moments of each other. 


The First Culture 


Author's Notes: 
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Richie woke up the next morning in an empty bed. Unlike yesterday however, he could smell the unmistaken 
aroma of coffee. It smelled like heaven. He got up and after noting that their pile of dirty clothes was gore, he 
went out to find the lifegiving hot drink. Jon has been busy this morning, he said to himself when walking past 
the daybed in the middle room. It had been stripped of it's covers and the cushions straightened. 

He found a mug and filled it to the brim before taking a sip, closing his eyes as he savoured it. Jon had also 
cut the remaining mangoes, leaving some cheeks in a dish for Richie's breakfast. Grabbing both mug and dish, 
he joined Jon out on the verandah. 


‘Morning baby," Richie said. "You've been busy | see." 


"Yeah, | woke early and couldn't get back to sleep," Jon smiled up at Richie. "I've had a swim, put the washing 


on and made breakfast." 


"See? | told you the domesticated life suits youl" Richie grinned, "Cooking last night and the washing today. Wait 


until the press finds out about your housewife tendencies." 
"Fuck you, Rich!" Jon sniggered. 

"You did that last night remember?" Richie poked his tongue out. 
"| remember," Jon smirked. "How's your ass this morning?" 


"lll live," Richie shrugged. He was a little tender but nothing too bad. It was a pleasant reminder of the hot sex 
they'd had last night. 


"That's the reason for the go-slow last night," Jon explained. "You would never have been walking so well today 


if you hadn't taken it slowly." 


"Thanks for taking care of me, Jonny." It was so nice to be with someone who actually cared for a change. He 


stroked over Jon's hair in appreciation. 
"Of course," Jon responded, squeezing his hand in his. 


Richie nodded, sipping his coffee. "Is this the last of the mango?" he asked next. He popped open the cheek to 


expose the cubed pieces of fruit, before slurping the soft flesh between his lips. 
"Yeah, you finish it," Jon said. "I've had my share this morning. I'm just going to get another coffee." 


It didn't take long to finish off the fragrant fruit, taking the edge off his hunger. Jon had returned as he was 
finishing the last piece and pushed back the dish and scraps. 


"| don't suppose you bought a napkin out with you?" Richie asked, swiping at his mouth with the back of his 


hand as his fingers were covered in juice. 


"Remind me to ask your mother if you were a messy eater as a child," Jon sniggered. "You have it 
everywhere! Just jump in the pool to clean off. That's what | did" 


"Good idea," he agreed. He took off his sunglasses, the only thing he wore, before diving into the cool water. 
The water temperature had dropped with the storm last night, so he decided to swim a few laps to warm up 
again. 

He pulled himself out, scraping the water from his hair before reaching for a towel and his glasses. 

"Jesus, that's cold!" he exclaimed, lying down on one of the sun lounges to warm up in the sun. 

"Oh did | forget to mention that?" Jon smiled innocently, "Sorry babe." 

"I should make you come over here and warm me up," Richie said. 

A timer rang at that point before Jon could respond. 


“That's the washing," Jon explained. "There's no dryer, only a clothesline, so I'll be back soon." 


"IIl help you," Richie got up. "It's my stuff too." He finished his coffee and left the mug in the kitchen on the 
way through as he planned to top it up on his way back. 


He walked into the laundry, Jon had already pulled all the clothes out and started another load with the daybed 


cover and a few other pieces. 
"How do you know how to do all this, Jonny?" Richie asked. 


'It was one of my chores as a kid," Jon grinned and handed him the basket of clean clothes. "As the oldest | 


had to do this kind of stuff. The other two got a free ride, and they knew it.” 


Jon lead the way to the back of the garage where the clothesline was and together they quickly hung all their 
clothes out. It may not have been the best job, Richie thought as he haphazardly hung a pair of jeans with one 
peg, but at least they'd have some clean clothes. 


"So what are we going to do today, Rich?" Jon asked, reaching for his hand and walking back inside the house. 


Richie considered the question and said, "Well how about this? We go to that orchard and get you some more 


fruit? Do you realise you smell like mango now? Like all the time?" 
"Very funny," Jon chuckled. "Sounds like a good plan. But tomorrow is the beach and toy shopping." 


"Fair trade." Richie nodded, "Hey how about tonight we try that outside tub? We'll grab a pizza or something 


for dinner, open some wine, and watch the sunset from out there?" 


Jon moved in close and Richie wrapped his free arm around Jon's shoulders. "I like the sound of that." Jon 


smiled softly. 

"Why don't you go get dressed while | tidy the kitchen, since you've done so much this morning," Richie kissed 
the blonde soundly, "My little domesticated kittycat" That earned him a jab to the ribs but he'd say it again to 
see the look that flashed through Jon's eyes. 


Within the hour they climbed into the car, hanging out the last of the washing before they left. Heading out 
onto the highway, they followed the directions to the farm that they'd marked on the map. They estimated 


that it was within an hour's drive from their rental. 


About halfway there they noticed signage to an Aboriginal cultural centre. The sign boasted of art and craft 
displays, storytelling through dance and music and education of their way of life. 


"Shall we?" Jon asked since he was driving. 

"Sure, why not?" Richie grinned. 

Jon swung the car across the highway and onto the road leading to the centre. It was bigger than what they 
were expecting, beautifully hidden away in the surrounding bushland. Overall it was probably as big as the 
Billabong Sanctuary the other day, but showcasing a human culture dating back over 40,000 years. 

After they'd paid their admission they were greeted by a middle aged man with warm, friendly eyes and a big 
beaming smile, "Good morning fellas! My name is Ben and I'm your guide for your visit. But first I'd like to 
welcome you to our country formally. | would like to acknowledge the Traditional Owners of the land on which 
we are gathered and pay my respects to their Elders both past and present." 

"Nice to meet you Ben, I'm Jon and this is Richie," Jon introduced them both. 

"Hey Ben," Richie shook hands. "Nice to meet youl” 


"So fellas we have a lot of stuff to show you so let's start at the beginning, or the Dreamtime in our culture." 


Ben said, leading the way to the amphitheatre where a show was just starting. 

They were fascinated by the Dreamtime stories told in ancient song and dance about how the Rainbow Serpent 
created the land and its people, each mob or tribe having a slight variation on the story but essentially it was 
the same. Nothing was written down; all ancestral stories were passed down through generations with songs, 


dances and paintings. 


“That was interesting," Jon said at the end, "The natural cadence of the songs and the voices draw you in 


almost hypnotically." 


"Glad you enjoyed it," Ben said beaming. Richie had a brief thought that Ben's smile almost matched Jon's in 


brilliance when he was excited about something. 

"C'mon," Ben motioned, "I'll take you to the gallery to see those same stories done in paint.” 

The Dreamtime stories were vividly told in beautiful paintings made from ochre or iron clay pigments, to make 
the rich reds, yellows and black Greys, greens and mauves were also used. Each tribe or mob has their own 


stories and style of painting and colours, and one cannot paint a story that doesn't belong to them. 


Many people in bygone years believed that the dots were used to hide information from white men when the 
Aboriginal people became afraid that they would be able to see and understand their sacred, private knowledge. 


"Tico would love this!" Richie said. 


"Maybe we should send him some," Jon agreed, knowing that Tico was starting to take an interest in painting in 


his spare time to relax. 


"We can ship anywhere in the world," Ben offered, "Right now, though, | thought I'd offer you a snack. C'mon, 
this way." 


Ben took them into the Bush Tucker display area 

"So fellas, who's hungry?" Ben asked them both. 

"Rich, you're always hungry!" Jon laughed 

"Yeah," he reluctantly agreed, "but it also depends on what's on offer" 

Ben chuckled as he opened a few containers for their perusal 

"So you can almost break bush tucker down into segments" Ben explained, "Above ground like nuts and seeds 


and even the leaves or fronds of some plants. Then you have the below ground foods like plant roots and 


insects. Marine animals like fish, shellfish, and depending on your tribe maybe a crocodile or a dugong. Lastly 


there's the land animals. Goanna, snake, wallaby, kangaroo or such. Today, here, I'm going to show you a few 


from the above ground plants and below ground insects." 


There were samples of Bush Tomato and Bush Cucumber on offer in one container. Both Jon and Richie tried 
them and commented on the comparison with the common varieties they both knew. 


He also explained that some of the plants are used as bush medicine like the eucalyptus oil from the leaves of 
the gum trees and also Tea Tree oil, which are now used in modern culture. When Aboriginal people did fall sick, 
they used plants in a variety of ways to quell their ills. Some plants, like goat's foot, were crushed, heated and 
applied to the skin. Others were boiled and inhaled, and occasionally drunk. There were also saps which were 
directly smeared on the skin, and barks that were smoked or burned. Many of those plants contained anti- 


bacterial and anti-inflammatory compound that are known to western medicine. 


"Okay, let's try something a little different," Ben smiled and turned to the next containers, "These are Honey 
Ants, Witjuti Grubs and Wood Cockroaches," pointing to each different containers, "These are like snacks. If 
you're out on a walkabout and you get hungry, you'd look for the closest ant nest or wattle tree and dig for 


them." 


"Honey ants are the living pantry for the other worker ants, they hold the nourishment and the worker ants 
suck the honey from their abdomen. We can too. You hold them by the front end and suck the honey from 
them like this." Ben proceeded to show them how it was done. "You want to try?" 


"IIl give it a go," Richie shrugged, carefully picking up the large ant and firmly holding the front end before 
hesitantly sucking the nectar from it, "Wow! Jonny, you gotta try one! Just one!" 


"Hmm okay," he said reluctantly. He copied what Ben and Richie had done. "Seems like a lot of effort though. All 
that digging.’ 


"We don't have supermarkets in the outback, young fella," Ben smiled, "So you do what you need to do when 
you're hungry. These next ones though, are probably a little more filling. The Witjuti Grub." 


He opened the container to show big fat white grubs about the size of a pinky finger. The Witjuti Grub being 
the larvae of the cossid or wood boring moth and are found in the root systems of certain trees as they 
grow. These were also ground down into a paste and applied to burns to the skin and wrapped with leaves to 


promote healing. 

"Nope! No way am | trying that thing!" Jon said turning away slightly. 

"Sorry man, me neither," Richie held his stomach. 

"Not too many white fellas do," Ben said picking one up and letting it wiggle in the palm of his hand and just to 


prove that it was not uncommon, he quickly bit the grub just behind the head with his sharp white teeth and 


chewed away happily. Ben laughed at their obvious discomfort which was clearly written on their faces, their 


pallor had a slight greenish tinge. 


After having a brief respite from the stomach turning cuisine, they moved on to the spear and boomerang 
throwing. Ben explained the different types of boomerangs and what they are used for. Basically it came down 
to four designs but each would be unique to different mobs and usages. They were the hunting for taking 
down small prey, killing for hand to hand combat, returning for child's play and trade and music used for 
rhythm or sound effects. 


"So you fellas know anything about music?" Ben asked. 

"Yeah just a bit," Richie said. Jon just smiled. 

"Right! You want to learn the didgeridoo?" he asked obvious question 
"Damn straight!" Richie enthused. 

"Come this way then," Ben led the way. 


There was another small group of people being shown how to do the circular breathing for the instrument so 
they joined in. Cyclic breathing is what allows didgeridoo players to play for long periods of time. Playing a 
didgeridoo requires a constant stream of air being pushed through the instrument, but players don't stop to 
take a breath. This makes it seem like they're able to breathe in and out at the same time. The mouth 
technique being similar to playing a trombone, by blowing raspberries, but that will only produce one note. The 
rich sounds of kangaroos hopping, kookaburra laughs and dingo howls are all made with the vocal tract 


techniques of the blower. 


Everyone had a go with varying degrees of success, most sounding more like farts than any actual music 
which caused raucous laughter all around. When it was Jon and Richie's turn they had better success due to 
their lung capacities from their years of singing. They both earned themselves rounds of applause and 


congratulations from the men running the display. 

"You fellas are good!" Ben said. They wandered back toward the entrance. 

"Thanks, man!" Jon said accepting the praise, genuinely pleased at how well he did. 

"Well, | hope you've had a good time and have learned some about our culture." Ben said coming to a stop at 
the beginning again, "This is where | leave you. It's been a pleasure, fellas! Oh can | also recommend you stop 
for tucker in the restaurant? | can promise there's no witjuti grubs!" He grinned and shook Jon and Richie's 


hands as they said their goodbyes, waving as he strode off to meet his next group of tourists. 


"Let's go check out some of the paintings for Tico before we eat, Rich," Jon suggested. "We might see 
something for David and Alec too." 


"l'm sure we'll find something," Richie agreed. 


After purchasing a selection of items and organising for them to be shipped directly to their bandmates and 


families, Richie's stomach started growling fiercely. 

"C'mon babe," Jon said, "Let me feed you." 

They went into the attached restaurant and were seated quickly, menus explained and drink orders taken 
They'd decided on a tasting menu which had dishes to be eaten with fingers like salt and native peppered 
crocodile, or char grilled kangaroo sirloin and wallaby topside both finely sliced to top the bread with unique 
sauces, barramundi and scallops with bush tomato aioli with a round of warm wattle seed damper loaf with 
macadamia oil and native dukka. 


"Damn that was good!" Jon said, sucking the last morsels from his fingers. 


"| liked the crocodile and the fish, what about you?" Richie asked. He tried to get his mind off Jon's mouth and 


how delicious it looked sucking on his fingers. 


"Hmm, the kangaroo," Jon's tongue swiped across his bottom lip. "Very gamey 


taste. It certainly looked a lot more appetising than the grubs!" 

‘Jonny, you gotta stop doing that babe," Richie groaned, "Please?" 

"Doing what?" Jon was oblivious. 

"Your lips are driving me insane," Richie whispered, shifting uncomfortably. 


"Oh! These lips?" Jon finally caught on, pointing to his mouth, "The ones that love kissing you? That drag over 


the spot on your neck that makes you groan?" 

"Jonny please," Richie closed his eyes, concentrating on keeping his body in check. 
"These lips that suckle at your hard nipples when we're making love?" 

"Fuck," Richie groaned. He looked around nervously making sure no one could hear Jon 


"These lips that spread wide to take you to the back of my throat?" Jon's voice dropped, his eyes dark with 


mischief and fire. 


"Pay the bill, fucker, while | can still walk outta here with my dignity in tact!" Richie managed to spit out. He 


was surprised his teeth hadn't crumbled with the force in which he was holding them closed. 


Jon smiled wickedly and indicated for the check. 
"Just remember Jonny," Richie said, "revenge is a bitch, baby." 
"Bring it on tall, dark and oh so-" Jon drew in a deep breath and finished on a sigh, "fuckable." 


Richie stood as soon as the waitress bought Jon's credit card back and he signed the receipt, trying to make a 
restrained exit from the restaurant and back to the car. 


They walked back to the car quickly, and as soon as they were hidden, Richie grabbed Jon and pushed him up 
against the car door, planting a searing kiss on those lips that they'd been discussing. 


"You're a fucking tease, baby," Richie said against Jon's mouth, fingers buried in his hair. 
‘Oh | plan to follow through, Rich," Jon replied with a smile and rolling his hips against Richie's, "I never say 
anything I'm not willing back up with actions. However, not here, not now. Patience will make the reward so 


much sweeter, my love." 


"Argh," Richie growled and pushed away from the car, walking his frustrations off before holding his hand out 
for the keys and getting into the driver's seat. 


Jon got into the car saying, "Are you okay, babe?" 


Richie blew out a breath. "Yeah, | will be. How do you do that to me? How can you get me that hard so 
quickly?" 


Jon turned in the seat to face Richie and with a small smile, "Easy, because you do the same to me with one 


look" 
"God, you're lucky you're cute," Richie pulled a face. "You're so easy to forgive!" 


"Ha ha! C'mon lets get moving and find that mango farm," Jon said, "Then maybe we can make another stop 


before heading home." 
"Home?" Richie said, pulling the car out of the car park and out onto the road. 


"Yeah, home! Don't ya realise Rich," Jon said with an exasperated shake of his head. "Wherever you are, that's 


home." 
"Wasn't that a British pop song from the 80s?" Richie asked. 


"Probably! You'd know better than me, Mr Jukebox," Jon chuckled. 


The First Picking 


Author's Notes: 
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It was a relatively short trip south to the mango farm, just enough time to discuss some of the more 
interesting things from the morning's visit to the cultural centre. Jon and Richie were trying to figure out if 
they could use any of the didgeridoo in any future songs but coming up with a blank at this stage; both saying 
they'd keep it in mind though. 


They turned off the road at a dirt track with a row of four individualised letterboxes at the top; one was an 
old milkcan, one made of wood, another an old steel drum or oil can and the last one a fibreglass mango. They 
would later find out that along the dirt road were four properties with the letterboxes at the top of the 
track. 


They bumped along and turned into the farm at the first driveway. They pulled up and were greeted by a 


weathered older man with a grizzled beard of silvery gray. 
"G'day, you blokes lost?" 


"No," Jon shook the man's offered hand. "We were in Cairns a few days ago and a guy from the music store 


up there said that you had the finest mangoes in this area 
"Did he now?" the man said, scratching his dirty fingers through his beard. "Hippy-looking bastard?" 


"Yeah that's him," Richie said walking around to where the other two stood. "Sold us a couple of decent 


guitars." 


"You probably paid too much then," he grumbled. "He's me brother. Haven't seen him in a while." He frowned 


and seemed to drift into his thoughts. 


"Ah, so we thought," Jon ventured, "that we'd be able to buy some fruit from you? If you're selling, of 


course." 
"My pickers have all gone home for the day," he replied, "but I'll do you a deal. For fifty dollars you can pick 
your own. As many as you can carry. The name's Frank, by the way." He held his hand out again to both of 


them as they introduced themselves. 


"Frank, you have yourself a deal, my friend," Jon grinned. He had a feeling he was being ripped off but reached 


for his wallet anyway. By now they both had ample Australian cash on them for situations like these. 

"Right then!" Frank pocketed the money quickly and said, "There's a couple of boxes over there. That's what we 
pack ‘em into. Green ones won't be ripe, they'll be as hard as rocks and'll make you sick as dog. Give you the 
shits for a week! You want to look for the ones that have a little give to them and a little colour to the skin" 
With those pearls of wisdom he strolled back to one of two squatters chairs on the veranda of the house. 
"Grab your hat Rich," Jon said reaching for his in the backseat. "Let's go picking!" 


When Richie turned around, Jon had stripped his shirt off and tucked it into the back of his jeans. Richie 


swallowed hard. 

Jon was a vision of perfection; his jeans riding low on his hips, his tanned skin and muscles rippling in the sun 
and his cheap cowboy hat pulled low over his eyes with tufts of longer dirty blond hair peeking out. The scruff 
on his face did nothing to disquise how handsome he was. 

"You okay, Rich?" Jon asked. 


"Ah," he started, mentally shaking himself. "Yeah, yeah | just had a moment." 


"Oh!" Jon looked concerned. "We don't have to do this if you're not feeling well. Are you in pain from last 


right?" 


"No, I'm not in pain," Richie smiled when Jon moved up close to him. "Jonny, you took my breath away. You're 


stunning.” 

"Oh!" Jon smiled bashfully, dropping his head and shaking it. "No I'm not" 

Fishing for compliments now are we?" Richie grinned, trying to lighten the seriousness. 

‘Im just a guy, Rich," Jon said. "Nothing special. | still don't get what the big deal is, | guess. Never have!" 
Richie shook his head in disbelief, knowing that Jon truly couldn't see how special he was. He huffed out a 
breath and said, "If old Frank wasn't sitting up there keeping a close eye on us, I'd show you how much you 
affect me." 

"Well let's go picking so we won't be under his watchful eyes," Jon said with a wink over the top of his 
sunglasses. "Then you can show me all you want." He flicked his eyes up and down Richie's body before pushing 
his glasses back up with a satisfied hum. 


"Gol Now!" Richie growled. 


Jon laughed delightedly, grabbed a box and held onto his hat as he ran off into the trees. 


"You okay over there, mate?" the old man yelled. 


‘Im fine, thanks!" he yelled back, cursing Jon under his breath as he bent gingerly to pick up the box off the 


ground and followed in Jon's general direction. 
"Hey Jon!" Richie yelled when he'd reached the trees. "Where are you?" 
"If you can catch me," a disembodied voice came back to him, "you can have me." 


"Game on, fucker!" Richie countered, dropping his box near Jon's and took off amongst the trees ducking and 
weaving through the low hanging fruit. 


They played hide and seek amongst the trees like children for quite some time, taunting and laughing at each 


other until Jon finally ran out of steam. 


Richie eventually grabbed Jon around the waist as he scooted past him, pinning him to the closest tree. Both 


were out of breath and laughing uncontrollably. 


After what seemed like an eon of gazing at each other, Richie had had enough and fiercely claimed Jon's mouth 
with a growl. He forced his tongue between those pink lips he'd been watching all day, their teeth crashing 


against each other's as Richie took all his frustration out on Jon's mouth. 


Jon whimpered in surrender under the onslaught of Richie's kisses, his hands restless over Richie's skin, 
pinching and grasping in need. After one particularly vicious yank of his hair, Richie secured Jon's hands and 


held them above Jon's head by the wrists against the tree trunk. 


Richie moved his thigh in between Jon's, closing the almost non-existent gap between them, and using his 
advantage of longer legs, he forced his leg hard up against Jon's groin He felt a shiver run through the body 
between his and the tree as he ground his hips and leg against Jon until he started to roughly move against 


Richie's thigh. 


Finally relinquishing Jon's mouth, Richie kissed his way to Jon's ear, breathing hotly, "Yeah baby! That's it, 


Jonny. Ride me, darlin.” 


"Oh," Jon moaned, his breath coming out in erratic gasps as Richie used his own facial hair to tease as he 


mapped out Jon's bare upper body with scrapes, licks, bites and kisses. 


He lapped at Jon's flesh like a dying man at a fresh spring, marvelling at the flavours of salt and sweat with a 
hint of mango and something undeniably Jon He had a primal urge to bite on his shoulder, hard enough to 
bruise the skin but not draw blood. When he did, Jon let loose a gasp of surprise which morphed into a lustful 


groan. 


"Rich- unh-" Jon gasped. "Unzip me." 


Richie fumbled with one hand to unsnap the button and draw the zipper down, setting Jon's erection free. 
Richie grazed his knuckles along the underneath, along the large vein, and circled the smooth tip with his 
calloused fingertips. 


"Yessss-" Jon hissed at Richie's exploring fingers. 


"Ah," Richie sighed, "Dessert at last" He licked his lips and moved to his knees in front of Jon, lightly dragging 
his hands down damp ticklish sides to rest on Jon's hips after opening the placket of his jeans further. 


Jon spread his legs and tangled his fingers into the brunette hair at his crotch as Richie nuzzled against his 


cock. 


Richie barely touched him with his lips, letting his hot breath do all the teasing. His pointed tongue followed the 
path his knuckles had traversed not moments earlier, leaving a moist trail to cool in the slight breeze. Reaching 
the smooth head he circled his tongue around and around, lapping at the slippery tears weeping from the slit. 
He smoothed his lips over the head, wetting his lips with Jon's precum before slipping him into his mouth. 


He slowly worked Jon's cock down to the back of his throat and up again, increasing his suction with each 
stroke. His nostrils flared taking in as much air as possible, sweetly tainted by the smell of mangoes and Jon's 


unique musk. He would forever associate the two together now. 


"Now who's being a fucking tease!" Jon complained as he tangled his fingers tightly into Richie's hair, pulling him 
off his cock with an obscenely loud pop in the quiet of the trees. 


"Tell me what you want Jonny," Richie, breathless, looked up at the blonde. His own cock confined in his jeans 
was hard and throbbing and begging for release. He rubbed over it absently with the heel of his hand, his sole 


purpose right now, however, was Jon's pleasure. 


‘| wanna cum in your mouth," he said. "Open up and say ahh, baby." Jon's eyes were glazed with a white hot 


fire fueled by desire. 


Richie did what he was told and opened his mouth wide, his tongue just resting underneath the sensitive V. Jon 
took himself in hand and pumped long, sure strokes along the length of his cock. Richie ran his hands up the 
back of Jon's legs to his ass and squeezed each cheek hard. Jon groaned as his orgasm raced through him, 


splashing Richie's waiting mouth and tongue with ropes of white hot cum. 
"Ahh fuck yeah," Jon breathed as his body spasmed with each wave of sensation. "Jesus, Rich! That's so hot." 
Richie took it all, licking his lips and swallowing every last dollop as Jon fell back against the tree gasping for 


breath. Richie finally took pity on his own insistent body and released his cock. With a few sure and steady 
strokes he was emptying himself onto the fecund earth between them. With a sigh he rested his head against 


Jon's hip as he regained his composure. Jon soothed and calmed him with murmurs of love, his fingers gently 


combing his hair whereas before they'd been tangled mercilessly. 

"Damn, baby!" Jon panted. "Was all of that brought on by me taking off my shirt?" 

Richie could only manage a nod of his head. "And your dirty mouth. Fuck, that was amazing!” 

Jon held his hand out to Richie, helping him stand on his shaky legs. They both tucked themselves back into 
their pants and grinned at the absurdity of their antics. Jon put his shirt back on eliciting a mewl of 
disappointment from Richie. 

"We really need to get back to picking these mangoes, Rich. | think | saw Frank stick his head out the back door 
just now." Jon nodded in the general direction of the house, "Besides the sooner we do this the sooner we can 
do other stuff at home. I'll take my shirt off for you again" He grinned and sent a saucy wink to Richie. 

"| guess we should. We've probably wasted a good hour," Richie chuckled. 

"Wasted?" Jon teased. "Nothing's wasted about the best blow job so far today." He moved into Richie's arms, 
smoothing his hands over the warm expanse of smooth chest in front of him and leaned in to brush his 


mouth against Richie's well used lips, soon delving his tongue deep into Richie's mouth. 


They separated reluctantly and picking up the boxes, started walking amongst the trees and picking the fruit as 
they made their way back to the car. 


"So why do you think you're not stunning?" Richie casually asked his lover as they picked and filled the boxes. 


"Oh, well," Jon reddened a little. "l'm too short, I'm too skinny, my hair's a weird color now, | have too much 


chest hair, and-" He took a breath. "My penis is only average." 

Richie stopped working and just stood dumbfounded. He had no idea Jon's list would be so long. "Oh Jonny!" He 
went over to him and hugged him tightly. "I love your body. And your hair. And your penis size is so much 
more than average. It feels amazing to me and since I'm the only one you're going to share it with, that's all 
that really matters, right?" 

Jon sighed into his neck. They held each other silently. 

"Let me guess: You never thought you'd end up with someone taller than you?" Richie said. 


"Or someone with a bigger dick. Or someone with a dick at all." 


Richie laughed. They kept getting reminded of the uniqueness of their situation "You know when our height 


difference is less obvious?" Richie asked. 


"When?" Jon took the bait. 

"When we're lying down" Richie smiled. 

Now Jon laughed and nodded. He looked into the boxes and said, "I think we've got enough, don't you?" 
"We'll be eating mangoes for breakfast, lunch and dinner if we pick any more!" Richie chuckled. 


"Your point being?" Jon asked straight faced before collapsing into a grin, "C'mon. Let's go, babe. | just want to 
be alone with you now." 


They placed the boxes in the back of the car and bidding Frank a wave goodbye, pulled back out onto the dirt 
road as the sun started its lazy decent to the west. The long day and the afternoon's activities took its toll on 


Jon who had fallen asleep against the window in the passenger's seat. 


Richie looked over at the blonde and smiled fondly. His hair was being whipped all over his face and his mouth 
was hanging open slightly in a peaceful sleep. He made the decision to forgo the extra stop at the sex shop and 
instead he stopped outside the closest pizza place to pick up dinner. He was hot, sweaty and dirty and all he 
could think about was a long bath, a few bubbles, a glass or two of wine to go with the pizza and Jon nestled 
up against him, between his thighs. 


The First Picking part 2 
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Richie tried to be quiet as he got back into the car with the pizza box. He didn't know if it was the door closing 


or the aroma that woke Jon from his sleep, but he woke with a groan and joint-popping stretch. 
"Did | fall asleep?" he asked with a yawn 

"Yeah, you've been out for most of the trip," Richie confirmed with a smile. 

"Damn, | didn't think | was that tired!" Jon muttered still working the kinks out of his neck and back. 
"A good orgasm really puts you to sleep," Richie observed. 

"It sure does," Jon grinned. "Let me return the favour later?" 


"Maybe," Richie nodded, "But first | was thinking of sitting in that tub out on the verandah and watching the 


stars. Just you and me, a warm bath and whole galaxy of stars." 


"Mmm that sounds-" Jon paused, "heavenly!" He tried and failed miserably to stop the snort of amusement 


that bubbled out of him. 


"You're puns get really bad when you're tired, did ya know that?" Richie chortled and turned the key in the 


ignition. "C'mon let's get this pizza home." 

"Good coz l'm hungry!" Jon said. 

The car almost knew its own way back up to the house by this stage, and they pulled into the garage as the 
sky started to take on that special afternoon glow before dusk. They carried the boxes of mangoes and the 
pizza inside, dumping both on the kitchen counter before attacking the hot pizza as they stood around. Jon 
polished off a slice in record breaking time then turned to the refrigerator, grabbing a bottle of wine out to 
open. 


"Mmm so good!" he mumbled around another slice of the cheesy pie. 


"Right? Slightly different to ours back home," Richie agreed licking his fingers, "More toppings?" 


"Hmm maybe," Jon shrugged. "I didn't see what else they had. | was asleep, remember? What is this one 


anyway?" 


‘It was called," Richie paused to remember the name, "chicken and Camembert. They had so many to choose 


from, so | took a chance on this one. You like French stuff." 
"You did good, babe," Jon nodded and juggled a slice in one hand and a glass in the other. 
‘lm going to go get that bath tub ready," Richie wiped his hands on the tea towel. 


He headed to the back of the house and exited through the bathroom to the verandah. He was wishing the 
house had candles to set the mood but he figured that it was probably a fire risk with all the bushland so 
close. He mentally shrugged it away as he started the water running, getting the temperature just right. When 
he was happy with it, he went back into the bathroom and found a small bottle of complimentary bath bubbles 
and dumped the whole bottle in, figuring that if the tub overflowed it wouldn't matter since they were outside 
anyway. 

Jon must have found the switch to the external speakers on the sound system as music filled the evening air. 
A slow sexy blues compilation sinuously threaded around his body as he worked at getting the setting just 
right. He'd found a small table and drew it up close to the tub so that they could have their wine glasses close 
by while they were relaxing. 


"Hey you," Jon said quietly, sneaking up behind him with the pizza box and wine glasses. "Looks amazing, Rich. 
I'm really liking this place!" He placed the items on the table. "I'll just go get the wine, I'll be back soon” 


"Okay babe," Richie nodded and noted that Jon had turned on the bare minimum of lights inside the house. 


"Hey, | wonder what this switch does?" Jon pointed to the weatherproof switch near the door, "Did you know 
that was there?" 


"No, didn't see it” Richie shrugged, "Only one way to find out. Flick it on, Jonny." 


When he did the trees surrounding the veranda were lit with fairy lights, enough to set a romantic scene but 


not too much to overwhelm the natural beauty of the area and leaving the open skies above. 
"Oh honey, this is so romantic," Jon said as he reappeared with the wine and a platter of sliced mango cheeks. 


"Quit making fun of me and get your irresistibly cute ass in this tubl" Richie demanded. "After you get naked 


of course," he added sweetly. 


"You show me yours, then I'll show you mine," Jon retorted with a grin and a wink. 


"You're impossible, Bongiovil” Richie complained good-naturedly but did what he was told and dropped his 
clothes, throwing them into a pile beside the door. He turned off the taps and stepped into the deep tub, his 
long legs taking the hurdle easily. He sploshed down into the water with a satisfied groan and closed his eyes. 


The hot water felt damn good on his sore muscles. 


"Mmm mmm mmm," Jon murmured in appreciation of his naked guitarist, then followed suit, hurling his clothes 


on top of the pile. 


"You waiting for an invitation, Jonny?" Richie cracked an eye open and held out his hand to the blonde. "It's 


almost heaven in here, or it will be when you get in" 


"Sweet talker!" Jon chuckled as he stepped into the warm water, his entry not quite as smooth, "Oh that's 
good!" He tucked his feet in behind Richie's ass, underneath his long legs. 


They leaned back on opposite sides of the tub in the sudsy warm water. Richie dunked his head under to rinse 
the day's sweat from his hair. It had been a long day after a long night. The sky was starting to turn a dusky 
shade of purple across the ocean as the sun slipped behind the tree line to the west. Delightful shades of pinks 


and oranges and blues painted the vast sky above. 


They sat in companionable silence as the warm water relaxed their tired bodies, the combination of the music 


and wine calming their minds and the tasty pizza filling their stomachs. 

"Mmm so good," Jon mumbled around his last bite of crust. 

He hurled the empty box in the general direction of their clothes, before refilling both their wine glasses, then 
reached for a mango cheek and popped it open and slurped happily on the juicy orange flesh, getting a little 
juice and flesh stuck in his almost full beard 

He chuckled to himself, remembering a joke one of the locals had told him the other day when discussing the 
different varieties and how the original varieties’ flesh was quite stringy. Something about how eating a mango 
was like eating out a girl, you end up with hair in your teeth. 

Jon held up his glass in a toast. "To mangoes," he said cheekily. 

"To moonlight,” Richie added. 

"To the stars in the sky above which are only matched in beauty to your eyes," Jon countered seriously. 
"Wow," Richie just stared at Jon and enjoyed the sensations that bloomed in his chest. "To love?" 


"To love!" Jon returned the toast and raised his glass again. 


They took a long drink before Jon reached out with his foot to fondle the treasures between Richie's legs. 


Richie sank a little further down into the water to fully enjoy Jon's exploring toes. "Ahh," he sighed, his body 
tingling. 


This was a good idea Jon had so Richie extended one of his long legs to play also. He felt around Jon's balls 
with his toes, or what he thought were Jon's balls; it was hard to tell since he couldn't see under the bubbly 


water. 


The look on Jon's face, however, let Richie know that he was in the right place. He sank down until the water 


was up to his chin, closed his eyes and moaned. 
"Don't drown, Jonny," Richie smiled, ecstatic that he could do this to Jon. "Stay with me, baby." 
"Yesssss," Jon hissed. "That's so- oh yeah!" 


"How do you think this stuff up, Jonny?" Richie wondered out loud as they explored each other in this new 
way. He wiggled his pelvis around, letting Jon's toes prod and pleasure. 


Jon eventually took Richie's wine glass and set both on the table. He floated over to Richie's side of the tub 


and moved to straddle his slippery legs. He wrapped his arms around his neck to hold himself in place. 


Richie's hands slid around Jon's back and he smiled happily at the man in his arms. He sat up slightly to get 
closer to Jon's delectable mouth. He tasted the sweetness of the mango and tartness of the wine on his 


breath when their mouths finally met. 


Richie couldn't help but seek out the taste of mango on Jor's lips, his tongue darting to the corners and 
dragging through the facial hair around his mouth where it had dripped. He felt Jon's sigh brush through his 
hair, his fingers gripping his shoulders tightly as he continued his exploration 


He stroked his hands over the small of Jon's back and over his ass, his fingers straying every now and again 
into the crease, making Jon squirm against him and throw his head back in silent invitation to his neck, which 
Richie gladly accepted. He mouthed his way down, nipping and licking, pulling at the skin in the spots he knew Jon 
loved before he moved back to his mouth. 


"Ah Rich," Jon sighed. 


"Don't rush it, Jonny," Richie murmured. He felt Jon's fingers curl and scrape the skin at the back of his neck 


and shoulders. 


He tightened his arms around Jon's waist and pulled their bodies closer as he deepened their kiss. His lips slid 
across Jon's, his Tongue questing into his mouth to duel with its mate, running over those almost perfect 
teeth. He groaned when Jon bit down gently on his tongue, holding it hostage. Jon moved up higher on his knees, 
cupping Richie's face and tilting his head back as their kisses moved to another level of intimacy. 


Jon's hips started to move restlessly against Richie's body as the small frisson of desire that had been 
sparked in him took over. Richie held him still though, his strong hands firmly on his hips. 


"Shh baby," he said against Jon's mouth. 


This was Richie's idea of perfection in lovemaking: slowly bringing his partner to awakening by seducing all of 
his senses. Hard and fast was awesome and sometimes necessary but this way was always more special and 
fulfilling, in his opinion. 


When he felt Jon relax again, he danced his fingers up and over his rib cage, sifting his fingers through the 
mat of wet hair to Jon's nipples. He circled his thumbs around them bringing them to hard nubs; he pinched 


and flicked them in differing intervals and hardness, never settling on a pattern, always keeping Jon guessing. 


He could see his pulse beating haphazardly at the base of his throat when Jon threw his head back again with 
a soft moan. Richie took advantage of Jon's position, bending him back slightly more so that he could run his 
kisses over his neck and chest, over his collarbone, down his breastbone over his heart pausing to feel the 


erratic beat beneath his lips. 


He kept the onslaught of his mouth and fingers over Jon's body but pulled back slightly to appreciate the man 


on his lap. Richie was in awe of how wanton and sexy Jon could become when he wasn't in his head so much. 


It was his turn to act impatiently as he rolled his hips upward seeking more contact. His body had come to life 
again with a fierce determination, his erection standing tall and proud in the water against Jon's inner thigh, in 


that spot between his thigh and balls. The water made the slip and slide of flesh deliciously easy. 
"Richie," Jon sighed, "Please, baby, make love to me." 


"Soon, baby," Richie agreed as he moved one hand down to Jon's erection and wrapped his fingers around the 


heated flesh and stroked with an almost feather light touch. 


Jon whimpered in frustration laying his head on Richie's shoulder, burying his nose into his neck. "I love it and 
hate it when you make me wait," Jon groaned. 


Richie growled when he felt Jon's sharp teeth nip at his neck, his fingers wrapped in Richie's long wet hair and 
tugged hard. "You know | do it for your pleasure, baby," Richie replied breathlessly as he increased the 


pressure in his grip around Jon's cock. 
"The only pleasure | need now is to feel you inside me," Jon said. "Please, baby." He moved up on his knees and 
maneuvered himself over Richie's erection, teasing them both with the slight contact as Jon pushed down ever 


so slightly. 


"Damn Jonny," Richie breathed, his nostrils flared and he rolled his hips up seeking the heat Jon was offering. 


"We left the condoms inside." 

"Mangos," Jon breathed. 

"What?!" Richie shook his head. 

"Check under the mango," Jon chuckled. "| put some on the plate." Jon moved to allow Richie to sit up slightly. 
"Oh, right!" Richie nodded and groped over the side of the tub to the plate, spotting a foil packet. Luckily it was 
one of his and he quickly made short work of rolling it on. "| thought you were going to tell me to use the skin 
as a condom!" 

Jon chuckled and rolled his eyes at his dark haired, slightly silly lover. "How would that even work?" 


"| don't know!" Richie laughed loudly. 


Jon moved back in close and Richie stopped laughing. "Now where were we?" He stared intensely into his eyes in 


the dark. 
Richie settled Jon back on his lap, "About here | think?" 


"Mmm," Jon moaned as he lowered himself further, his mouth dropping open slightly when Richie's wide head 
slipped through into his waiting body. 


Richie anchored himself with one arm to the edge of the tub for purchase as he rolled his hips upwards again, 
the other roaming over Jon's body from his damp hair and down his neck, over his chest and teasing his 
ticklish abs before sinking into his pubes to tug slightly at the coarse curls, his hand's final resting place 
firmly around Jon's cock again. 

The water sloshed over the side when Jon undulated sinuously over Richie's body as they joined completely. 
Jon tightened his ass around Richie's cock as he rode him. Jon leaned in to claim Richie's mouth, their teeth 
clashing slightly with the ferocity. 

"Mmm, ouch," Richie muttered. He shifted slightly and felt his tip brush the magic spot deep within Jon. 
"Jesus!" Jon huffed, his concentration now centered on that part of his anatomy. 

"Jonny?" Richie breathed. 


"Hmm?" 


| want to watch you get off on me," Richie growled. "Use me however you want to, baby." 


"Ah Rich, | love you," Jon smiled and started moving to his own rhythm, his eyes never leaving Richie's as he 


rode himself to the edge. 


Richie watched Jon intently, touching and stroking, murmuring words of love and encouragement and could 
pinpoint the moment Jon teetered on the brink of his orgasm. His crystalline blue eyes lost focus and rolled 
back slightly, his lip firmly gripped in his teeth and his breathing harsh and erratic. He came with a loud cry to 


the heavens, a shudder running up his spine as his cum spilled into the water around them. 


Just the sight of Jon's ecstasy was a major turn on for Richie and he felt himself joining him at the edge, 
balancing precariously until he joined Jon in the freefall into orgasmic bliss. He buried his face into Jon's neck 
as he slipped his arms beneath Jon's, gripping him by the shoulders and holding him down onto his cock as he 
emptied himself into his body. Jon wrapped his weak arms around Richie's neck holding him close as Richie felt 
his body shake with force of his orgasm. 


They sat curled together as they regained their composure. Richie felt like he'd become part of the Milky Way 


above their heads; a zillion sparks of light shooting into the great unknown 

He knew Jon was still alive even though he wasn't moving, because he could still feel his heart thumping 
against his chest. Or was that his? He couldn't tell anymore. He did feel, however, himself slip from Jon as he 
softened in the cooling water. He reluctantly let go and removed the used condom, dropping it over the edge of 


the tub. He was taken by surprise though when Jon gripped his face and planted a sizzling kiss on his mouth. 


"This was the best bath I've ever had," Jon said when he let them both up for air. "But lim feeling rather 
wrinkly now." He held up his hand to show Richie. 


"Your hands are not the only thing that's wrinkly now, babe," Richie chuckled. "C'mon lets get out and get dry." 


"Ohhh that means moving," Jon groaned as he forced his legs to stand, water sloshing over the side of the 


tub. 


"You're so graceful, Jonny," Richie laughed. "If only the fans could see you now!" That comment earned him a 


faceful of water swiped at him from a grinning front man. 

"C'mon then, old man, let's see you get up," he challenged. 

Richie winked and pushed up cleanly with both arms braced on the edge of the tub, standing to let the water 
sluice off his body before taking a bow. "You were saying, Jonny?" Richie smirked. He didn’t let on that it took 
all remaining energy to pull off that stunt. He was spent. 


"I don't like you just now," Jon grumped with a smile. 


"You love me, you know you do," Richie teased. 


"Hmm, maybe," Jon conceded with a wink. "Since we forgot the towels, shall we air dry out on the pool deck?" 


"You know what I'd love to do?" Richie said, pulling Jon into his arms. "To just crawl into that big bed with you 
and hold you till we both fall asleep." 


‘Mmm that sounds perfect, baby," Jon smiled. "Let's leave the mango for our possum mama and baby and 


take everything else inside." 
"You're a big softie, aren't you?" Richie brushed Jon's wet hair from his forehead. 


"Shh don't tell anyone, my reputation will be shot," Jon grinned before leaving Richie's arms to put the two 
mango cheeks on the railing closest to the little family's nesting hole. 


Richie collected the spent latex and pizza box to throw away. When he got back, Jon had taken the glasses, 
wine bottle and plate of foil packets back inside, so Richie emptied the tub and grabbed their clothes before 
shutting off the fairy lights. He could hear Jon in the front of the house, singing along to the music, his voice 
still carrying through even though he'd shut off the sound system. He dumped their dirty clothes on the floor 
of the bathroom, deciding to clean his teeth while he was there. 


"There you are, babe," Jon appeared back in the bathroom. "I've killed the lights and everything in the other 
end too, by the way" He reached past Richie and snagged his toothbrush and paste, leaning back against the 


counter while he brushed 

Richie spat the foam from his mouth and rinsed before answering. "I'm done out there and in here. Don't be 
long Jonny, you look like you're sleepwalking." He got a nod and sleepy eyes in confirmation. He left Jon to finish 
up in the bathroom and went to close the curtains. They had no plans tomorrow other than to sleep for as 
long as possible. 

Climbing into the big bed, he got himself comfortable, smooshing his pillow a certain way until it was just right. 
He saw the bathroom light blink out and Jon's shadowy figure make his way toward him. The bed dipped 
slightly as he crawled in beside Richie and into his waiting arms. 

"Hey you," Richie said softly. 

"Hey yourself," Jon replied. "Have | told you today how much | love you?" 

"More than once, baby," Richie chuckled softly. "But you can tell me as many times as you want to." 

"Mmm don't want to wear it out though," Jon replied sleepily. 

Richie snorted. "I love you too, babe," he said, as Jon's breathing evened out against his cheek. "More and more 


each day." He kissed the sleeping Jon on the forehead and snuggled up closer, stroking the skin beneath his 
fingers softly as the blonde slept. 


His mind was still awake, however, and random thoughts were tumbling around. They were mostly happy 
memories and thoughts about this vacation, but there seemed to be one darker thread weaving around but he 
couldn't quite grasp it fully. He concentrated on his breathing to lessen the loudness of the thoughts which 
allowed him to eventually drift off to sleep. 


The First Misstep 
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Don't be a stranger, okay?! 


For once Richie was awake before Jon, but that was only because he'd had such a bad night. He couldn't 
pinpoint what the problem was; sore from the night before, no, overtired in general, maybe, but he didn't think 
that was it either. 


He had woken with a start on a couple of occasions but the reasons why winked out as soon as his eyes 
opened in the dark. He'd tried moving away from Jon so that he didn't disturb him, but Jon seemed to reach 


for him even in his sleep. 


When dawn broke and the sky turned from purple hues to a light blue, he slipped from the bed and closed the 
door, leaving Jon to sleep. He went out to the pool deck, snagging a glass of water and his sunglasses on his 
way through. He stood at the railing and took in the peacefulness of the morning until the insistent need to 
relieve himself. He moved to the side overlooking the escarpment and created his own waterfall feature down 


the rocky slope. 


He slipped into the pool and swam lap after lap as he pushed his memory to recall the dreams that had 
unsettled him badly enough for him to lose sleep. He felt as though he could almost touch it with the arc of 
each arm but it kept slipping further and further out of reach. When his body finally had enough, he pushed 
the quest for answers to the back of his mind, finally surfacing to find Jon standing at the end of the pool 


watching and waiting for him. 
"Morning Jonny," Richie panted, squinting up at him in the sun, "How long have you been there?" 


"Mornin," Jon replied, squatting down next to Richie, running his fingers through the damp dark hair. "Long 


enough to watch you swim laps like there's a demon on your tail. What's up, babe?" 
"I just had a bad night, Jonny," Richie shrugged. "Nothing to worry about" 


"You're sure?" Jon asked, a worried crease forming between his eyes. "You'd tell me if anything was wrong, 


right?" 


"IF | knew what it was, | would!" Richie said, absently stroking Jon's foot, his finger trailing down the tendons 
popping out as he kept his balance. "I can't put my finger on what it was, so | tried to clear my head with a 
swim." 

‘lm sorry you had a bad night," Jon said softly. "Especially since yesterday was a really good day." 

"Mmm it was an awesome day," Richie said as he hauled himself out of the pool forcing Jon to stand up so he 
didn't get wet. Richie grabbed a towel and quickly dried off, the cool of the water in the breeze sending 


goosebumps racing over his skin. 


"l'm going to make coffee," Jon slipped his arm around Richie's cold body, pulling him in for a morning kiss. "Do 
you want some?" 


"Sure, thanks Jonny," Richie gave him a small smile. He could see the worry still on Jor's face and if his 


sunglasses weren't so dark, he'd be able to see the questions in his eyes. 
Jon nodded with a sigh and went back into the house. 


Richie was known for sleeping like the dead once he actually stopped and lay down somewhere. So for him to 


have a bad night and to be up before Jon was highly unusual, even in his opinion. 

He stretched out on one of the loungers to let the sun warm his chilled body. He could hear Jon pottering 
around in the kitchen, singing to himself as he worked. Richie smiled to himself and let his eyes close as he 
pictured his domesticated kitty in the kitchen 

He didn't see Jon come out with his fresh cup of coffee because he had fallen asleep again. The fresh air, 
exercise and sun finally did their job on his exhausted mind and body. When he did wake an hour or so later, he 
was covered with a large beach towel and Jon's hat resting over his face. 

"Hey sleeping beauty," Jon said softly from the sun lounge beside him. "You finally woke up." 


"How long was | asleep for?" Richie groaned as he stretched hard. "And why am | covered up?" 


I'm guessing almost two hours, and you fell asleep naked," Jon chuckled, "so | didn't want any important bits to 


burn, baby." 
"Good point, thanks," he grinned. 
"I think your coffee got cold too," Jon chuckled, "Do you want me to get a fresh one? Make some breakfast?" 


"Mmm there's my little domestic kitty cat," Richie smiled. "Nah, | can do it. Do you want anything?" 


‘lm all good, baby," Jon purred with a smile. 


With a bark of laughter Richie went inside and set the coffee to brew before heading to the bathroom. He felt 


better than he did this morning, the extra hours’ sleep was obviously beneficial. 

Back in the kitchen he searched for a frypan and started cracking some eggs to scramble. He sipped on his 
coffee as he mixed the eggs and popped some bread in the toaster. His stomach started growling as the aroma 
of cooking eggs hit him, the hunger pains almost doubling him over at the bench. 

"You okay?" Jon came inside just as Richie was groaning in pain 

"Hungry!" Richie said as he straightened. "We did eat last night, right?" 

"Absolutely," Jon grinned, "but we did work it off quickly." 

"We did, didn't we?" Richie agreed, hooking his arm around Jon's neck to scoop him up with a kiss. 


"Don't let your eggs burn," Jon murmured against his mouth. 


Richie released him with a final smooch and a sigh, turning back to his eggs. "Who says you don't know how to 


cook?" he grumbled, "Have you eaten? | have enough to share." 


‘I've eaten, thanks baby," Jon said, as he got a plate out and put the toast on it and handed it to Richie for his 
eggs. Pouring himself a fresh cup of coffee, he carried them both back outside to the pool deck 


Richie grabbed his cutlery and moved back outside and started eating. 
"Second last night here, Jonny," he mumbled around his full mouth. "I'm gonna miss this place." 


"Me too," Jon agreed wistfully. "Why don't we just spend the day here today. You can rest up or we can write 


or- oh | dunno, make out some?" 
"Sounds perfect," Richie said, "but let's go out tonight. Let's go check out a bar or see what bands are around" 
"Ahh honey, are you asking me out on a date?" Jon couldn't help smiling. 


"Yeah, can | pick you up from your place," Richie chuckled, "or do you want to meet me there? If you don't 
trust my intentions, that is? You'll have a way to get home then 


"No | trust you. Enough to pick me up at 6:00." Jon's eyes sparkled. 


"Okay then. I'll ring the bell at 6:00 sharp, don't be latel" Richie waggled his finger at Jon 


Richie finished his breakfast and cleaned up after himself. He felt a lot better physically and refused to let the 
issue of his bad night cloud the rest of his day. Before heading back outside, he turned on the sound system 


and selected a few discs to play, cranking up the volume. 


Jon was stretched out face down on one of the loungers, so Richie dragged his over closer so they could lie 


together. He grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and squirted a generous amount on Jon's back. 

"Fuck! That's cold!" he gasped. 

"You were getting burnt. You did the same for me this morning," Richie shrugged and started to rub it in 
"Hmm you have magic hands, Rich," Jon sighed into his elbow after a few moments. 


"You ain't seen nothing yet, baby," Richie smiled and moved to sit on the back of Jon's legs as his basic strokes 


turned into a full massage. 


He smoothed his hands in strong sure sweeps up Jon's spine and out over his shoulders and arms then moving 


slightly lower with each sweep, occasionally making Jon twitch or moan when he found an erogenous zones. 


By the time he'd reached Jon's lower spine they were both squirming; Jon because his cock was trapped 
between the sun lounge and his body, successfully being pinned down by Richie's weight on the back of his legs, 
and Richie from listening to Jon moan and sigh as he worked his body. 


Richie had to bite his lip as the sight of his cock nestling between Jon's ass cheeks, bobbing slightly with each 
movement, made him harder than ever before. It didn't help when Jon started to clench and release said ass 
cheeks and seemingly grab for Richie's dick with each clench. 

He moved further down Jon's legs otherwise he'd be leaving Jon with a different white cream over his back 
sooner than he wanted. He poured more sunscreen into his hands this time before starting on Jon ass, molding 
and kneading the muscles in his hands. He still had the underlying urge to marr the perfection of his ass in a 
sense of ownership, but managed to reign it in this time. He heard Jon hiss when he dragged a finger through 
the crease, brushing so close to where Jon wanted him to be. 

"Richie," Jon sighed. 

"Yeah baby?" 

"| need to move," he said as he pushed up on his elbow and looked over his shoulder at Richie. 


"Soon baby," Richie murmured. 


Richie dipped his thumbs between Jon's thighs at the juncture, massaging the soft skin behind his balls and 
skimmed his thumbnails along the crease beneath his ass and Jon cried out softly. He repeated this a few 


times until Jon was moving restlessly against the lounge beneath him. 

"Oh my god, Richie! The way you touch me is just so~ oh!" 

"You like that, Jonny?" Richie crooned, 

"Hmm yessss," Jon whimpered, "Let me up." 

"What for, Jonny?" 

‘| want- | need- you- to fuck me," he pleaded. 

"But I'm not finished with your massage yet," Richie said matter of factly. He had a fleeting though that the 
last time he'd done a massage like this, his fingers were coated in dewy feminine moisture. Would he miss 
that? Right here, right now, not at all 

"Dear god," Jon moaned. "How do you always know where to touch me?" 

"Because | know you," Richie whispered into his ear and then licked the lobe. 

Jon sighed and closed his eyes. 

Richie continued to smooth and swirl his hands and fingers over Jon's skin and wished he could run his tongue 
up Jon's spine be he didn't want a mouthful of sunscreen. His mouth started to water at the memory of 
yesterday in the trees. He groaned in frustration and had finally reached the limit of his self control. He 
climbed off Jon's legs and with a gruff, "Get on your knees," he watched Jon look back in surprise before 
complying. 

He stroked himself as Jon pulled the back of the lounger up to lean on before presenting his ass with a wiggle 
in Richie's direction. The sassy move earned Jon a sharp slap on his ass cheek. Richie growled when Jon yelped 
in surprise. He sat at the end of the sun lounge eye level with Jon's ass. He manipulated Jon's legs to suit his 


needs before spreading the two cheeks like a ripe fruit and delving in with his mouth and tongue. 


When he thought Jon was ready for him, Richie pulled away, swiping at his face with his hand and slipped his 


fingers in first into the waiting ring of muscle. 

"Fuck Jonny, you're so hot in there," Richie breathed as he worked his fingers in and out, marvelling at the 
greediness of Jon's puckered hole. He searched for the hidden bundle of nerves and guessed he'd hit paydirt 
when Jon swore loudly and his cock cried slippery tears from the single eye. 


"Enough!" Jon demanded, reaching for Richie's wrist and pulling it free, "I don't want your fingers anymore." 


"No?" Richie asked, rolling on a condom. "Then what do you want, baby?" He lined his granite hard shaft up with 


the door to heaven but didn't go any further until Jon had told him what he wanted to hear. 


"Your dick!" Jon panted as his knuckles turned white holding onto the back of the chair. "Fucking give it to me 


now, Rich." 


"That's what | wanted to hear," Richie breathed as his fingers curled into the flesh at Jon's hips and with one 
push, impaled himself fully into Jon's heat. Even though all he wanted to do was pound into Jon's body, he willed 
himself to breath through the urge until Jon had regained some composure. "Jonny?" Richie huffed out on a 


breath. 


"Ahh fuck Rich," Jon keened, "Just- fuck!" He nodded and pushed back against Richie indicating his readiness to 
keep going. 


Richie bent forward and wrapped his arms around Jon's waist holding him close as he started to gently rock 
his hips. He could hear Jon's laboured breathing through his back, his heart thumping erratically as their 
passion caught fire, turning from a tinder spark into a raging inferno, their bodies rejecting any further 


control. 


Richie straightened the best he could as he thrust himself into Jon's body over and over again, rhythm be 
damned, it was all about sensation now. "I love the way your ass looks when it takes my cock. | could watch 


this all day." Richie gazed in admiration. 


Jon growled and Richie had to slow down when he straightened up against Richie's front and hooked his arm 
around Richie's head, his mouth seeking an awkward sideways kiss. He also took hold of Richie's hand and 


brought it up to his chest. 


Richie eagerly took the hint, pinching and tweaking Jon's nipples into tight little nubs and pulling on his chest 
hair slightly. It almost made Richie come undone when Jon whimpered into his mouth as his hands travelled 
down through his treasure trail to his pubes and wrapping his fingers around his cock nestled there. He gripped 
him firmly, stroking in time to his thrusts. 


Richie's thighs were burning with the angle he was holding himself but he would be damned if he was going to 
move now. He could feel the slight swell in Jon's cock, his balls drawing up tight before his orgasm took hold of 


him as he came in Richie's fingers. "Oh yesssss!" 


"That's it my baby," Richie crooned in Jon's ear, nibbling on his earlobe and kissing that spot behind. "I'm right 
there too Jonny, hold on" He fisted his free hand into the blond hair and pulled Jon's neck sideways slightly, 
sucking on the side of his neck as he emptied himself into the pulsating heat, Jon's body still squeezing and 
milking him as they both came back down, 


Richie was thrown off-guard, however, when Jon separated himself, turned to face him and launched into his 
arms. The force of it knocked Richie backwards, causing him to lose his footing, and they both ended up in the 


pool. 


The First Altercation 


Author's Notes: 
TRIGGER: Homophobic bullying/violence-small amount only. Unfortunately we still have people here like this. 


These are fictional characters. 


Honestly | can't tell you how good Powderfinger were! They've now split but their music is awesome. Please do 


yourself a favour and check them out! 


"What the fuck was that, Jonny?" Richie spluttered as they both surfaced laughing. 
"What happened?" Jon laughed. He side-stroked to the edge of the pool with Richie close behind 


"You decided to launch yourself at me when | had zero muscle control from the best orgasm so far today," 


Richie explained. 

"I'm sorry baby," Jon pouted. "I just wanted to be close to you." 

"A little warning next time though," Richie leaned backward against the edge of the pool, his legs braced, "This 
is not exactly where | thought we'd end up, babe." He squinted at Jon as he moved between his legs, wrapping 
his arms around Richie's neck. 

"Really?" Jon teased, "This isn't where you thought I'd end up, huh? Naked, between your legs, wrapped around 


you and about to kiss the fuck out of you?" He made little teasing moves toward Richie's mouth, but never 


quite connecting. 

"| didn't think we'd be wet," Richie hugged Jon tight. 

"We seem to have a thing for water," Jon winked. 

They fell silent as their eyes spoke the volumes that their tongues couldn't quite wrap around just yet. 

With a deep breath and a muttered, "Fuck!" Jon finally claimed Richie's mouth, pressing him up against the edge 
of the pool. Their lips slid against each other's, hungry and never seemingly satisfied. They grasped each 
other's wet hair, trying to get closer. "Damn | love being naked in this pool with you," Jon sighed. 


"You're so slippery! | can barely hang on!" Richie chuckled. 


"Well, somebody covered me with sunscreen!" 


"You realise this all started with you rubbing sunscreen on my back?" Richie snorted, "Just a week ago. Fuck 


has it only been a week?" 

"| know, it feels-" Jon sighed, "It feels like a lifetime." 

"You mean that in a good way, right?" Richie smirked. 

"Of course, babe, Jon smiled, "I believe we've been together before, in another life, and | think that's why this 
feels so right. It's as though our souls are two halves of a whole and in each lifetime they're drawn back 
together." 


"Interesting thought, Jonny,” Richie nodded as he skimmed his wet hands over Jon's slippery back. 


"Right? | mean," Jon started to get into this subject with fervour, "we could have been anyone in a previous 


life!" 
"We could have been two animals?" Richie asked with just a hint of tease in his voice. 
"Sure, why not?" Jon nodded, "King and Queen of the Jungle or two penguins, who knows?" 


"Male and female," Richie countered, "both of your examples were male and female. So what happened in this 


life then?" 
"Phht, | give up," Jon huffed and tried to move away from Richie. 


‘lm sorry Jonny, | didn't mean to tease you," Richie held fast, "| get what you're saying and | find the thought 


completely comforting. Who knows, we may have been two lesbians at one stage. Now there's a thought!" 


"Goofball" Jon grinned, planting Richie with a smacking kiss. "C'mon, let's dry off in the sun. | want to have a 
natural tan for my date Tonight.” 


"Now who's being a goofball?" Richie shook his head and released Jon from his arms so they could both climb 
out of the pool. 


"Well my date won't want to see tan lines," Jon grinned. "You know, just in case we get naked and all." 

Richie reached for Jon's wrist with a growl and hauled him up against him, "Don't get naked just for anybody, 
Jonny." Something inside Richie had twisted at the thought of Jon giving himself so easily to someone, even if it 
was him tonight. 


Jon stared back, confusion at Richie's serious tone evident in his eyes. "I promise, Rich. Only you from now on!" 


Richie calmed his breathing when Jon wrapped his arms around him in a fierce hug, which he returned just as 


fiercely. 

"| don't even want to get naked with anyone else, okay?" Jon soothed They separated and Richie nodded in 
response to the question in Jon's eyes. It had been a weird night and now a weird morning. He mentally shook 
himself and settled in the sun to dry off. 

The rest of the day was uneventful in comparison, they made lunch together, Richie napped on the sofa as Jon 
fiddled around with some lyrics. When Richie woke later, the house was silent and Jon was snuggled up against 
him snoring softly. He pulled him in a little tighter and dozed again, drifting in and out of consciousness. When 
Jon shifted in his arms he woke with a start and sleepily judged the time to be late afternoon. 

"Jonny, time to get up babe," Richie gently shook him awake. 

Jon grabbed Richie's arm like a blanket and pulled him across his shoulders with a silent grin. 


"You have to get ready for your date," Richie whispered in his ear and chuckled when his blue eyes shot open 


Richie rolled over Jon and stood up as Jon stretched awake, his yawn echoing in the silence. "You're right. | 
need to be irresistible! Especially if | want him to ask me out again." 


"Il hit the shower first while you wake up," Richie said ruffling Jon's hair as he left. "Don't fall asleep again 
Jonny!" he yelled over his shoulder from the middle of the house. 


He took a reasonable time to wash and dry his hair, finding his best jeans and a loose button up shirt and was 
just tying his shoelaces on his sneakers when Jon finally appeared for his shower. 


"Hey you look good,” Jon exclaimed. "You got plans tonight, huh?" 


"Yeah, yeah | have," Richie chuckled "Got a hot looking blonde waiting for me. | think this might be serious, you 


know?" 
"Is that right?" Jon grinned before turning on the shower. "You think this hot blonde will let you kiss him?" 


"Fuck | hope so!" Richie chuckled. "I'm hoping I'll be able to have more than a kiss too. | gotta get moving 
though, | told him I'd ring the bell at 6:00 sharp. | don't want to be late and make a bad impression 


"Don't let me keep you then," Jon yelled from under the shower. "Go have a good time." 


Richie smiled and shook his head at their combined silliness and moved to the lounge room and picked up his 
guitar to while away the time. 


He checked over Jon's notes from earlier and nodded thoughtfully at a few pages, trying out the chords and 
melodies that Jon wrote and made his own notes on the pages. He thought they had a few possibilities of good 


songs from their week off. Maybe they should do this more often, he thought. 


When Richie checked his watch again it was almost time, so he locked up the verandah area, and grabbed his 
wallet and keys since he wasn't going to let Jon pay for anything. Keeping with the whole date idea, he walked 
out the front door. He kept an eye on the time and at the top of the hour, he walked back to the front door 
and stopped. Fuck! No doorbell. He shrugged and rapped hard on the solid door. 


"Be right there!" Jon yelled. 


What? What happened to 6:00 sharp? Richie sighed and tapped his foot, starting to feel kinda silly standing at 
his own front door. He didn't have to wait long as the door whipped open with a flourish, a breathless Jon 
standing in the doorway with a happy grin. 


"You made it!" Jon bounced on the balls of his feet playing the role of an excited date. "And you're on time! Il 


just grab my wallet and we can go." 


"No need for a wallet, babe," Richie smiled. "I'm paying tonight. Whatever you want! You look amazing by the 


way. 

He looked Jon up and down blatantly in appreciation. His hair was freshly washed and had dried naturally 
highlighting the waves through it, his beard looked soft now that it had grown in nicely. He was wearing the 
same pants and shirt from their first night on the beach, bringing fond memories of that night and a warmth 
washing over him, settling in his gut. He also noted that Jon had actually blushed at the compliment. Wow, he 
was really getting into this, he thought. 

"Ooh really?" Jon hugged Richie, "You might regret that later when | order dinner. Oh and thank you." 

"No, tonight is your night," Richie kissed his cheek and offered his hand out to Jon. 

"You sure know how to make a first impression," Jon smiled. He took Richie's hand and pulled the door closed. 
They walked the short distance to the car and Richie opened the door for Jon and closed it again before 
walking around to the driver's side. He drove them down the road and into town, pulling into the carpark of one 
of the many bars in town, this one advertising live music. They were given the once over by the bored 


security guy on the door and walked into the main bar and through to the beer garden 


They were shown to a table and handed menus, Richie pulling out his prescription glasses to read the small 
print. They were asked for their drink order and Richie deferred to Jon 


"Your night, you choose," he said to Jon, catching himself before any endearments could leave his mouth. 


Jon chose a bottle of white wine and the staff member nodded and stalked away. 


‘Obviously someone is having a bad night," Jon said about the service quality. 

After the drinks had been delivered and their meals ordered, they settled into some general conversation, 
lapsing in and out of their "date" alter egos. They had completely missed the band setting up in the corner until 
the music started. 

"These guys are good," Richie commented after a couple of songs. 

Their simple meals of a generous steak and vegetables and fat golden chips were brought out and perfunctorily 
set down in front of them. What was lacking in panache and service was made up for in the taste and quantity 
of the meal. 

Richie called over the waitress at the end of the band's set and bought them a round of whatever they were 
drinking for the night in appreciation of their talent. They watched as the surprised members accepted a glass 
of frothy beer each. The waitress had pointed out to them who had bought the drinks and they raised their 


glasses as a thank you. 


Jon and Richie thought nothing more about it and went back to their meals and conversation. As soon as Jon 


had laid his cutlery down however, the singer came over to thank them personally. 


"G'day! Just wanted to say thanks for the drinks," he stood beside their table and extended his hand to Richie 
first, then Jon. 


"No problem, man," Richie said. "You guys have some talent so thought we'd show you some appreciation Your 


guitar player is good but probably still needs to practice some of those chord progressions." 
"Oh! You know that last song?" the singer asked 

"Yeah, played it many times," Richie nodded. 

"How many times have you played Drift Away, Rich?" Jon chuckled. 

"In which country?" Richie came back with a chuckle. 


The singer had a quizzical expression and shook his head. "Don't suppose you'd come over and show him what 


you mean?" he asked. 
"Ah l'm kinda in the middle of something at the moment," Richie explained. 
"You know you want to Rich," Jon smiled and leaned back in his chair. "It's okay with me." 


"Just give us a minute, okay?" Richie said to the younger man, before turning his attention back to Jon, "Are 


you sure Jonny?" 


"Yeah, | can see it in your eyes," Jon said, "You'll be up on the stage in a blink of an eye. Go knock ‘em dead." 


Richie wanted to lean over and kiss Jon but gave his hand a quick squeeze instead, stood up and made his way 
over to the stage. He introduced himself and showed their guitarist where he was going wrong. It was no 
surprise when they invited him up for their next set. He read their setlist and nodded at their choices: Start 
Me Up, Hot Legs, Old Time Rock ‘n’ Roll, Pretty Woman, The Boys Are Back In Town and a few others. 


"Hey for the last one, can | get my singer up on stage?" Richie did them the courtesy of asking. 
"The bloke you're with? Absolutely! Is he any good, though?" one of them asked. 
"You'll see," Richie smiled as he fiddled with the tuning on the guitar they let him play. 


"Okay then," the singer said and climbed up on the small stage signalling the end of their break, before he 
turned back to Richie and said, "Oh by the way, the band's called Powderfinger. We're from Brisbane." 


Bernard, the singer, stepped up to the microphone and thanked everyone for coming out to see their band and 
welcomed a new friend from the audience to help them out. Richie waved as people clapped politely. 


They launched into their set with the frenetic energy of youth and raw talent and with Richie showing his 
mastery of performance. The crowd that was politely sitting through their original songs for the first set 


were now warming up to the covers. 


Richie kept an eye on Jon and almost fell off the stage when he saw a couple of girls approach their table. Jon 
politely refused their advance and sent them on their way, sending a wink and a smile in Richie's direction. This 


made Richie feel like a million dollars. 


When the set was almost over, Bernard said, "Just before we finish up for the night, we'd like to invite Richie's 


friend up to sing a couple of songs. C'mon up here, Jon" 


Richie saw Jon roll his eyes with a smile, taking a gulp of wine and bringing the bottle and glass with him. He 
climbed on stage and shook everyone's hand before putting Richie in a friendly headlock, the closest thing to a 
hug. 


"So what are we doing?” Jon asked. 


"Hound Dog, then you guys can choose a couple.” Bernard said, "If we know it, we'll join in, or we'll leave it to 


you if we don't or if you suck!" 


Richie gave the rest of the band the key Jon liked as the two singers conferred over sorg lyrics. Richie could 
see the sparkle in Jon's eye now too as the song started. The two voices complimented each other as they 


alternated lyrics. The crowd whistled and cheered at the end of the song. Richie started straight into House Of 


The Rising Sun and then | Thank You. Jon then took the microphone and started Fever and We Gotta Get Out Of 
This Place. 


"You want to close this out?" Bernard asked, "The stage is yours now. We know when we're outdone." He said 


with a smile and a handshake. 


"Don't leave the stage just yet, okay?" Jon said. "Can | borrow your acoustic?" 
He then turned to Richie and whispered in his ear about his next choice of With a Little Help From My Friends. 


"Just want to thank Bernard and the guys for letting us drop in on their set," Jon said. "Hope we haven't 
distracted you from how good they are. Let's hear it for Powderfinger!" He turned to the band and applauded 


them as the crowd went wild. 


"We, as humans, all need a hand up every now and again," Jon went on. "From family and friends," Jon said as a 
relative hush came over the crowd, "and be the better person when it comes to a stranger needing help. Offer 


them your hand in friendship. You don't have to be lifelong buddies, but it might make the difference to that 


person to know that someone cared enough to help them in their time of need" 
Richie could see the crowd falling under Jon's spell with his words. 
"Anyway, you might know this next song," Jon finished and nodded to Richie to start. 


Richie joined Jon as they sang together. The Powderfinger boys stayed on staged and sang in the chorus, 


making it a magical experience. 


As the last of the notes faded and they started to leave the stage, the crowd went wild, demanding an encore. 
Bernard pushed the two to the front, offering them the mic again as he and his friends left. 


"Thank you!" they both said smiling into the crowd. 


"l'm sure you'll know this final song," Jon said softly and started strumming the strings in the opening chords 
of Can't Help Falling In Love. "This is for all the lovers out there tonight" 


Richie was taken by surprise at Jon's choice of song and even more so at the look he sent with that last 
statement, but he played along hoping his feelings were not written all over his face. Jon kept his eyes closed 
all through the song, but Richie managed to take a peek at his other half as their breaths mingled over the 


shared microphone. 


As they sang the final refrain Jon opened his eyes and looked deeply into Richie's. The words were stolen from 
Richie's mouth; he couldn't make them come out as Jon's eyes were basically telling the world, well this little 


part of the world anyway, that he was in love with him. 


Richie felt like he could fly. The feeling was totally mutual. There definitely would be a kiss at the end of this 
date, a long, loving kiss that would last all night. 


They left the stage to cheers and applause from the audience and handshakes from the other bands’ 


members. 
"I have a feeling we know you from somewhere," Bernard said, "but just can't put my finger on it.” 
"Would it help if | said my band's name was Bon Jovi?" Jon grinned. 


"No fucking way, mate!" Bernard exclaimed excitedly. "Are you shitting me? What the fuck are you doing in 


Bowen of all places?" 
"We're just taking a break from the tour," Richie said. "Jon needed to decompress." 


"Yeah, so could you do us a huge favour?" Jon asked. "Can you please keep it quiet that we're in the country? 


We're outta here day after tomorrow, heading south. Give us a week, then you can tell as many that'll listen?" 


"Yeah sure mate," they singer nodded, his bandmates enthusiastically agreeing with him. "We understand 
completely.” 


"Thanks," Jon said. 


"If you're ever in the US," Richie said, shaking hands with everyone, "Give me a call and we'll see if we can 


catch up." 


"Yeah, thanks mate, we'll do that," Darren the guitarist said. “Thanks for the chord tips too, really appreciate 
iH!" 


Jon and Richie made their way back to their table, shaking hands and accepting congratulations from strangers 
in the crowd as the younger band started to break down their equipment. The bar manager came over to 


them with a couple of beers, courtesy of the house, in appreciation of their performance. 


"Well that was fun!" Richie grinned. He was still buzzing from the adrenaline rush of performing. He wasn't 


prepared to think of what Jon had done on stage just yet, he still had a date to finish. 
"They're good!" Jon nodded, sipping at the cold beer. "They're gonna take off once they've had a bit of practice." 


"I hope so," Richie nodded. "Drink up Jonny, while | go pay the bill and grab some water." He remembered he 


was driving and had already had a glass or two of wine over dinner. 


"What's your rush?" Jon asked. 


"We have somewhere else to go, remember?" Richie said. He started getting that warm swirly feeling in the pit 
of his stomach at the thought of letting Jon loose in Devil's Heaven. 


"Ooh yeah!" Jon grinned wickedly. 

Richie noted that Jon's face was flushed in a delightfully sexy soft shade of pink, his lips luscious and moist, 
and his blue eyes were clear and sparkling. He just wanted to haul him up close and delve his tongue into those 
pretty lips. Instead, he forced himself to stand before things got too awkward and made his way over to pay 
their tab. 


‘lm ready," Jon had snuck up on him as he was signing the credit card docket. He ran his hand down Richie's 


back. 

"Lets go then," Richie said, smiling as he nodded his thanks to the woman handing his credit card back to him. 
Just outside the doors as they started to walk to the car, Jon pulled Richie into a shadow and kissed him hard. 
"Wow Jonny," Richie exclaimed, licking his lips after Jon had finished with them. 

"That's just a taste of what might happen later," Jon said softly, his eyes hungrily tracking over Richie's face. 


"There they are," came a disembodied voice from the general direction of the building, "The two poofters from 


inside!" There were a couple of other voices grumbling in agreeance. 


"Fuck! Let's go, babe," Jon jumped, grabbed Richie by the wrist and they started walking faster to their car, as 
they heard multiple footsteps hurrying up behind them. 


They'd almost reached the car, Richie was fumbling with the keys when one of the locals grabbed his shoulder 


and spun him around. 


"Fucking poofter foreigners!” the angry face spat, his mouth set in a gap filled sneer. "You stole the Aussie 
bands' show, ya foreign poofter cunts!" 


He could smell the fetid breath of someone that had been drinking for way too long, the heat of it brushing 


unwanted against his face. 


"Hey- hey we don't want trouble," Richie said as calmly as possible even though his heart was racing a million 


miles an hour. "As you can see we're leaving.” 


"They invited us up there, motherfucker!" Jon spoke from the other side of the car where he was bailed up 


by another two locals. 


"Shut the fuck up, blondie!" one voice slurred. 


Richie drew in a surprised breath when he heard a soft, surprised oof from Jon. He wasn't game enough to 
turn his back on the ringleader of this drunken group. 


"Are you okay?" Richie said over his shoulder. 

"Yeah, nothing | can't handle," Jon said a little hoarsely. 

Richie could hear the veiled anger in Jon's voice. 

"Hey Red, blondie here thinks he can take us on," the first one said. "You want me to teach him a lesson?" 


"We don't want your kind in our town or in our country, ya long haired faggot!" the one in front of Richie 


growled. "Piss off back to whatever country you came from, ya hear me cunts?" 


"Look, like | said we don't want trouble," Richie tried to calm the situation down again. "We were about to leave 


anyway. Just let us get in our car and go." 


The man's top lip curled in a disgusted sneer as he looked Richie up and down and said, "You're both lucky l'm 
in a good mood tonight. Get in your fucking poofter car and get the fuck out of our sight" With a hard punch 


to Richie's stomach he turned and walked away. 


Richie collapsed to the ground with the force of the punch; winded and seeing stars. He gulped in huge lungfuls 
of air, resting his head on his arm in the gravel as he fought down waves of nausea. He was vaguely aware of 


some kind of scuffle happening on the other side of the car, but he couldn't make his body move. 


The First Altercation Pt 2 


Author's Notes: 
For those of you who have been waiting patiently for their shopping trip to Devil's Heaven, please enjoy :) 


"Jesus! Rich!" Jon exclaimed. 


A moment later Jon was on his knees beside him, brushing his hair from the side of his face. "Are you okay, 


babe?" 


"Yeah, yeah | think so," he said, his breathing finally evening out. He started testing his ribs as he pushed up to 
his hands and knees. 


"Honey, you don't look okay," Jon said, concern tainting his words. 
"Just bruising, Jonny," Richie confirmed. "Its just been awhile, ya know?" 


"Yeah, | know, but | still remember how to knock a few teeth out," Jon grimaced as he flexed his hand, his 
knuckles grazed and bloody. 


"Did they hurt you?" Richie was taken back at the sight of Jon's hand. 
"Nah, they pinned me down but nothing a good kick to the balls didn't fix," Jon smirked. "Besides, they were 
drunk as fuck so it wasn't really a fair fight. He sucker-punched you, though! Motherfucker knew you weren't 


going to be ready for it!" 


"Calm down Jonny, its over," Richie said as he pushed up from the ground using the car as something solid to 


hang onto. "Let's go home, huh?" 


"Fuck ‘em! | want to finish our date, Rich!" Jon exclaimed as he helped Richie into the car. "Are you alright to 


drive?" 


"Yeah I'm okay," Richie said, nodding as he pulled the door closed. He dropped his head back onto the headrest 


and watched Jon walk around the front of the car. 


He started the engine as Jon opened the door and climbed in. 


"Lets get outta here, Rich! Drive to Devil's Heaven and get this date back on track" Jon said. "Don't let those 


fuckers win!" 


Richie peeled out of the car park with a slight squeal of tyres on gravel in response; anger and hurt bubbled 
around somewhere within him looking to hook up with the blackness of last night. He drove in white knuckled 


anger and silence until Jon spoke. 

"What did they call us?" Jon asked. 

"Poofters." 

"What does that even mean?" 

"I think it's Australian for faggot," Richie said quietly. 
"Oh," Jon deflated slightly. 


Silence dropped over the car again as they both retreated into their own thoughts. Richie admitted to himself 
that what had just happened scared the shit out him. He knew both he and Jon could have handled themselves 
in a fist fight, and have done so many times over the years, but it was usually over something trivial or 

amongst themselves so they knew to pull their punches. This had had the potential of being something a whole 


lot more serious, deadly even 


Richie recalled the hate and disgust clearly in that man's eyes as he looked at him like he was a piece of dog 
shit he'd stepped in. No one should be looked at like that! Is this what it was going to be like for them if they 
told everyone? Were they going to be strong enough to stand up to the world if, or more likely when, they 
were treated with such disdain? He thought so, but shit, it still scared the fuck out of him. He would like to 


think that their love would be their strength, growing stronger every day. 


He actually drew in a shocked breath when the hurt and anger of tonight finally found its mate with the 
elusive nightmares of last night. The images of his nightmare, finally being unlocked from his mind, came 


hurtling back with the ferocity of a tornado. 


He remembered he and Jon being on stage. They'd just finished a show and Jon was announcing to the world 
that he and Richie were now lovers. Jon had one of the brightest smiles in anticipation of all the happiness 

that would come from his announcement. That smile slowly died in confusion when all that was being hurled 
back at them were jeers and boos, people walking out on them shaking their heads in disgust. Tico, Dave and 


Alec even walked away; their families too. It was just the two of them left on the lonely stage. Jon eventually 


looked at Richie with such anger and hate in his eyes then ordered him out, out of the band, out of his life. 


Fuck! No wonder he locked that one away. He actually felt a little sick from just the memory. He mentally shook 
himself and looked quickly over at Jon He knew deep down that Jon would never do that, but fuck, it scared 


him! Jon had become so important to him now, he loved him with every fibre of his being. 


When Richie pulled into the sex shop's car park a few minutes later, Jon turned to him, placing his hand on 
Richie's leg and said earnestly, "We don't have to do this now, Rich. If you want to just head back to the house, 


that's fine." 

Richie sighed and turned to Jon, slipping his hand into his hair, bringing him in for a searing kiss, his mouth 
sliding hungrily over Jon's. He pulled back, noting how Jon's eyes were still closed, his mouth slightly open as he 
puffed out small breaths, his fingers curled painfully into Richie's thigh. When Jon finally opened his eyes, 
Richie looked directly into the cerulean blue that he loved so much and simply said, "No! We have a date!" 

Jon swallowed and nodded. 

Richie exited the car and walked around to Jon's side and opened the door for him. He held his hand out to Jon, 
who blinked in surprise before taking the proffered hand and exiting the car. Richie closed the door, never 
letting go of Jon's hand. Jon tried to pull his fingers free as he usually did when they were in public, but Richie 
held tight. Wordlessly Jon halted in his tracks. Richie turned and took a step back toward Jon. 

"Do you have a problem, Jonny?" Richie asked in the dim light. 


"Not at all, I'm a little surprised though,” Jon said holding their joined hands up as evidence. 


"Why are you surprised, baby," Richie smiled, "that | would want to hold my boyfriend's hand while we're out 


on a date?" 
"Wait! What?" Jon stuttered and swallowed hard, "Richie- did you- ah did you just say boyfriend?" 
"Yeah, don't you like that word?" Richie smiled, "What about beau? Companion? Flame? | know! Escort!" 


Jon grabbed a handful of Richie's shirt saying, "Shut up! Just shut up now!" and bought their lips together as 
a small sob broke free from Jon as they kissed in the moonlight. 


"Are you two lovebirds going to come inside now, or just make out in the car park?" a sassy camp voice, 


indistinguishable of gender, came from the doorway of the shop. 


Richie jumped in surprise and turned too quickly, aggravating his stomach again He doubled over a litle, his 


arm clutching his middle. 
"Fuck! What is it with people sneaking up on us tonight?!" Jon yelled. "Rich, you okay?" 


"Sorry sweets, didn't mean to startle you," the voice said. "Just came out here for a smoke. Wasn't going to 


complain about the unexpected show, though." 


The figure standing at the corner of the building was tall and lean, spiky long black hair, a face made up 
flawlessly, the whole package wrapped in what looked like a shiny black lycra suit and red come-fuck-me boots 


up to mid thigh. 


"Just jerked the wrong way," Richie groaned. "Forgot how bad a sucker-punch hurts." 


"Wait! Were you two set on?" he/she asked. "Let me guess; neanderthal guy, missing teeth, two idiot minions, 


flanno shirts for days?" 
"Sounds about the same," Richie said. "What's a flanno?" 


"A flannelette shirt, sweets," he/she said. "C'mon you two, get inside unless you want to make out some more 


in the car park? If so, give me a minute and I'll start the CCTV camera for out there." 


Richie nodded at Jon and let themselves be ushered into the bright but tastefully lit store. It took a moment 
for their eyes to acclimatize to the harsher light. 


The store was decorated like a naughty boudoir with an extra large bed as the main centrepiece. The walls 
were painted a dark blush pink with accents of plums, wine and mahogany. A love swing and other contraptions 


the couple couldn't identify were hanging from the ceiling. 


Scattered around the room were dark wood shelves and drawers with displays of the toys and other 
paraphernalia for sale and armoires of costumes with clothes spilling out as though someone had just recently 
rifled through them looking for the perfect outfit. Ornately framed full length mirrors hung strategically so 
that when a patron was looking into them, their eye was drawn to something behind them. A roll-top desk and 


antique chair were made to look as though someone had been writing love letters. 

"The name's Dolly, Dolly Bird," he/she said in a lilting voice, "Owner/operator of Devil's Heaven. Or in daylight 
hours," he/she coughed and the voice that came out next was deep and low, "you can call me Steve." He held 
his hand out in greeting. 


Jon blinked a few times and shook Dolly/Steve's hand introducing them both, hissing at the pain that it caused. 


Dolly shook Richie's next before saying, "Come into the back room and let's see if we can get you two sorted.” 


She sashayed away toward the back of the store to a door marked Office. 
The door swung open to reveal a very utilitarian room in comparison to the main floor. Dolly deposited a 
rather large first aid bag onto the desk and started pulling out packages of band-aids and swabs and pain 


killers. 


"Here you go handsome," Dolly said to Richie and handed him a couple of painkillers and a bottle of water. "Do 


you think it's just muscular? You don't feel nauseous at all? Lift your shirt up and let me feel your stomach?" 


"No, | don't feel sick at all so | don't think there's any damage done," Richie said, lifting his shirt, wincing at the 
slight pain as Dolly prodded his stomach. 


"Oh | work ad-hoc for St John's Ambulance if you're wondering," Dolly grinned. "I'm not trying to cop a feel just 


for the hell of it" 
"Okay," Richie grunted. 


"l'm just checking to see if there's any internal bleeding, which a hard or extremely tender stomach would 
indicate," she explained. "You're good to go, sweets, but if you deteriorate over the next 24 hours go straight 


to the hospital, do not pass go, do not collect $200." 


Dolly turned to Jon next, her eyes widened when she saw in the brighter light the ugly hand shaped bruises 
and scratches around Jon's neck. "Fuck they did a number on you, didn't they sweets?" She gently moved Jon's 
collar out of the way to have a closer look, turning back to the first aid kit to find necessary items. 


"Jesus Jonny! Why didn't you say something?" Richie was appalled at the extent of Jon's injury. 


Jon shrugged a little. "I didn't want to worry you, babe. It doesn't hurt. It obviously looks bad from your 


expression, though." 


"It will hurt though when | clean it up. Shirt off, Blue Eyes, otherwise I'll stain it.” Dolly waited until Jon had 
unbuttoned and shucked his shirt down his arms before cleaning the bloody scratches with saline solution. Jon 


grunted at the sting. 


Richie started to get angry again and paced around the small office space. "Fuckers! We should have gone to 
the police, Jonny!" 


"You wanna tell your boyfriend here that he's going to wear a hole in the floor?" Dolly said to Jon with a 
raised eyebrow. 


"Rich," Jon said. "Baby, calm down, I'm okay!" 


"Don't worry about Red and his mates, sweets," Dolly said, "| have connections in this town to make their lives 
extremely difficult. Oh and the front door is locked if you want to go pace around out in the main room so 


that | can look at lover boy's hand in peace." 


Richie reluctantly left them to it and wandered back into the main room, but sticking close to the office in 


case he was needed. 


He heard Jon explain what had gone down in the car park at the bar. How they were confronted in the dark, 
separated by the car and unable to help each other. One of Red's cohorts had grabbed Jon around the throat 
when Jon had tried to explain what had happened between the band and themselves. 


Red had Richie bailed up on the other side of the car and sucker-punched him. When Jon had heard Richie go 
down he fought his way from the other guy's grasp with a swift kick to the balls for the one holding him 
which caused him to tighten the grip on Jon's throat. When he was free he punched the other in the face, 


sending him sprawling. 


Richie's feeling of dread returned listening to Jon's version They could have been seriously injured instead of 
just superficial wounds that a cross-dressing paramedic-owner of a sex shop could fix with some swabs and 


dressing. 


Jon also explained that they hadn't been a couple that long and no one knew about them and they weren't 
expecting or really prepared for something like that. "We haven't even established whose side of the bed is 


whose," he heard Jon say. 


"Leave Red to me, sweets,” he said coming out of the office just behind Jon who was redressing himself. "He 
and | go a long way back and | have some ways and means to make him pay." He winked and touched his nose. 
"Now you two lovers go have fun shopping while | clean up in here and make a few phone calls. Just tap on the 


door when you've made your selections." 


"You just need a nurse's uniform, Dolly, and the picture would be complete," Jon chuckled, hugging the tall 
figure in thanks. 


"Who says | don't have one, Blue Eyes?" she said with a saucy wink and closed the door leaving them in the 


store alone. 

Richie held his arms open to Jon, wrapping him up tight when he moved into them. They held each other like 
that for what seemed like an eternity as the reality of tonight washed over them again, but this time in the 
safety of the store and each other's arms. 

"Are you okay, sweetheart?" Jon asked Richie. 


"Damn it Jonny, they could have hurt you badly!" Richie said, his voice anguished. 


"But we're stronger than that, right?" Jon tipped Richie's face up to his. "| don't mean physically either. You 
and me, babe. You and me, against the world, if need be." 


Richie searched Jon's eyes for any hint of doubt in what he was saying, but all he could see was strength and 
belief in their love for each other. He held Jon's eyes as he touched his lips sweetly to Jon's and let out the 
breath he didn't know he was holding. "I love you so damn much, Jonny!" Richie whispered hoarsely when they 
broke apart. 


"| know babe," Jon smiled as he blinked away tears. "Its the same way | feel about you. You're my everything!" 


Jon took Richie's hands from behind his back, "Now let's look at some toys to play with and finish this night 
off the right way!" He lead him over to some displays. 


They browsed through the anal stretchers, Jon recommending a set for Richie to try, four graduated sizes of 


smooth black silicone with sturdy bases and a vibrating bullet that can be attached to the two larger ones and 
a bottle of desensitizing gel. 


"Desensitizing? But | like feeling you," Richie didn't get it. 
“Trust me babe, you'll need it for the large stretcher when you're gonna wear it for extended periods some 
days," Jon smiled at the blush Richie felt moving up from his chest. "It'll take away the sting at first. You 


won't need it for when it's just you and me playing.” 


Jon picked up a vibrating prostate massager, curved at the tip with a waterproof dial at the base and a 
double-ended dildo, pushing it all into Richie's arms. 


"Oh we're going to have so much fun, Rich!" Jon grinned. "Why don't you go put those on the counter and find 
something that you'd like to try on me?" 


Richie felt his dick stir at Jon's words as he walked in a daze to the counter and placed the items down with 
infinite care as though they were the finest china. Jon had sat down on the bed to watch and wait, leaning 


back on his arms, his legs swinging over the side. 


"You're making me want to push you down on that bed and have my way with you," Richie said when he saw 


Jon, 

He grinned at the visualization. "You're so bad, Rich." 

Richie walked over to a bookshelf of board games and books, finding a box that included game cards, a blindfold, 
ball gag, some reinforced satin restraints, a feather tickler and soft suede flogger. He turned to Jon and raised 
his eyebrow in a question, receiving an enthusiastic nod from the blonde. 

I'm not sure | like spanking," Jon admitted. "But we can try it a few more times." 

"When did | spank you?" Richie asked. 

"This morning on the sun lounge." 


"Oh | didn't mean it like that. It was just a response to your ass wiggle," Richie smiled apologetically. 


"Oh right, well that explains it," Jon shrugged, "It might feel different next time. I'm intrigued at what you're 
going to find next though." 


"Hmm | have a couple of ideas," Richie said, still wandering around, picking items up and trying the weight and 


comfort in his hands. 


He smiled wickedly when he saw a leather collar with ‘Bad Kitty’ in small metal letters on the front. He placed it 


directly on the pile without showing Jon and moved on to look at the cock rings in the display cabinet at one of 
the dressers. 


He picked up a silicone one, very basic in design but stretchy with a vibrating bullet incorporated into it, and a 
smaller metal ring that sits just under the glans that had small beads that rub against the sensitive skin 
beneath. He figured it would pleasure both of them as it rubbed with each stroke. Damn it, he was going to 
walk out of here with a hard onl 


"What have you found there, Rich?" Jon said. "You have that look on your face." 


Richie tossed them in Jon's direction and said, "Time to get going, babe." He walked over to the office door and 
knocked as Jon laughed and added the items to the pile. 


The door opened and Steve strolled out. He'd changed into regular clothes, but kept the face still in tact. "So 


you've got everything? Ooh good choices, sweets! These glans rings are amazing!" 

"Ah what happened to Dolly?" Richie asked with a chuckle. 

"Ah sweets, even she has to take a break when your last customers come in all beat up." Steve said in his 
lower voice, "lve taken care of things. It also helps that my boyfriend is the sergeant in charge of the local 
cop shop." He kept ringing things up as he spoke. He reached under the counter and threw in a couple of extra 
bottles; toy cleaner and more lube. 


"We have plenty of lube, Steve, thanks," Jon said, standing with his hip cocked against the counter. 


"This is with love from me to you two," Steve smiled. "I can see true love in its budding stage from a mile 


away and besides you won't regret using this stuff. H's amazing!" 

"Yeah we're new to this whole boyfriend thing. How did you know?" Richie asked. 

‘Oh where to start?" he rolled his eyes. "The hot make out session in the car park for starters. Then when 
handsome here was pacing like a mad fiend when | was patching up Blue Eyes. Not to mention the touching 
scene out here while | was packing up and changing." 

"You saw that?" Richie gasped. 

"CCTV, sweets," he shrugged. "| wasn't deliberately watching though." 

"Oh," Richie mumbled at the simple explanation 


"And you're not boyfriends, by the way. You're soulmates," Steve said simply. 


"How- uh-" Richie stammered. 


"| see a lot of couples come through here. Trust me." 
Jon smiled and gazed lovingly at Richie. 


"And couples who play together stay together. So who's the kitty?" Steve held up the collar and smiled 
wickedly. 


"Oh my god, Rich!" Jon hid his face in his hands as he laughed hard. 


Richie handed over his card and signed the slip, adding a generous tip even though he knew it wasn't necessary. 


It was for the extra help with patching them both up. 

"One word of caution, I'd take it a little easy Tonight on some of these toys until at least tomorrow night," 
Steve said seriously as he passed the bag to Jon and the card back to Richie and walked around the counter to 
stand with them. "Just in case you have some internal damage that hasn't shown up immediately. If you pass 
any blood, head straight to the hospital. By all means play, but just be gentle and aware." 

Im always gentle. Thanks Steve, Dolly too," Richie said offering his hand, "You've been a huge help!" 


"Thanks man," Jon hugged Steve and kissed his cheek. "That's for Dolly too." 


"Oh stop it you two," Steve waved his hands in front of his face. "You'll make me cry and I'll have to drive 
home with ruined makeup. Go! Go have a wonderful life together, sweets." 


He unlocked the front door and made sure they got to the car before locking himself back into the store. Jon 
and Richie would be halfway back to the house by the time Steve's police escort arrived to take him home. 


"Wow, what a night, huh?" Richie said. "I hope it didn't leave too much of a bad impression, because |'d really 


like to see you again. If thats okay?" 


‘It wasn't the kind of excitement | was planning on either," Jon smiled, "but | still had a great time. I'd really 


love to see you again too." 
"So can | be forward and kiss you when | drop you at home?" Richie asked, almost shyly. 


"Oh I'm sure that would be alright," Jon replied softly. He turned in his seat and fondly brushed his bandaged 


hand over Richie's hair. 


The First Role Play 


Richie backed the car into the garage and as soon as the engine had stopped, he pushed open the door and 
walked around to Jon's door and opened it. Jon handed him the large bag emblazoned with the Devil's Heaven 
logo before stepping out of the car. Richie took Jon's good hand and they slowly walked the dozen steps to the 


front door. 


| had a great time tonight, regardless of the chaos in the middle," Jon stood leaning back against the door in a 
pool of moonlight, his injured hand tucked in the hollow of his back. 


"Me too," Richie agreed, as he scuffed the toe of his shoe against the step. "Jon?" 

"Hmm?" Jon chewed on his bottom lip, looking expectantly at Richie. 

"I'd really like to kiss you right now," Richie said, breathless in anticipation Damn it, he was actually nervous. 
They'd both slipped easily into the role playing and truth be told, it was kinda hot with Jon playing the 
equivalent of a shy teenager on a first date. He made a note to later find out Jon's thoughts on exploring the 
idea of role playing another time. 

"Oh!" Jon let out a surprised little gasp, before he nodded his head mutely. 

Richie bent to place the glossy bag at their feet. He straightened and reached for Jon's hand, the uninjured 
one, and linked their fingers together, leaning forward to chastely touch his lips to Jon's. He resisted the urge 
with all his might, when Jon let out a little moan, to push him up against the door and plunder his mouth 


savagely. 


Jon's injured hand fluttered around Richie's bicep, unsettled. He drew back regretfully. "Oh that was nice," Jon 
sighed. "l- | wouldn't mind if you wanted to do that again. Maybe for a bit longer?" 


"Okay, we can do that," Richie smiled. "I'm glad you liked it, by the way." 


He felt the moonlight must have been casting a spell over them, sending them back to a beginning they didn't 
have a chance to experience. Neither of them were rushing, happy to be in the moment, as though this was 


their first date. 


He swallowed and wet his lips nervously before taking Jon's again, gently sliding over them softly as his tongue 
briefly darted out to taste Jon's bottom lip, not daring to break through just yet. He moved his hands to Jon's 
hips as Jon's good hand slid over his chest to his shoulder and up to his neck. He pulled on Jon's bottom lip a 
little as he let go and noted with satisfaction that Jon's breathing had become slightly more erratic. 


He waited patiently for Jon's eyes to meet his, the moonlight reflecting beautifully in the midnight blue depths 


in the dark. He saw their future in his eyes, the power of that moment hitting him as surely as the sucker- 


punch earlier. 


Role play be damned now! His hands came up to cup Jon's face, careful not to open up his wounds again, taking 
a step closer forcing Jon to stand a little straighter against the door. Their breathing became laboured as he 
nuzzled his nose against Jon's, his thumbs dragging through his soft beard. 


Jon's fingers clutched painfully into the hair at the nape of his neck in agitation. "Richie!" 


Jon's sigh- dare he say it was music to his ears? He didn’t feel as though that was worthy enough to 


describe how it sounded to him. 


Richie needed this man now as much as he needed the air to breathe. Need: To crave. To hunger for. To thirst 
for. To long for. To die for. He would have gladly laid down his life for Jon's tonight. 


With a small sob lodged in his throat, he claimed Jon's mouth with a ferocity that almost scared him. Jon 
welcomed his ravaging kiss, however, with no hesitation. His mouth opened willingly to allow Richie's tongue to 


delve deep, dragging it along the roof of Jon's mouth. 


Threading the fingers of one hand gently into Jon's hair, he didn't want to relinquish Jon's mouth just yet but 
the urge to touch the blonde even more was too overwhelming. He scraped his nails over Jon's scalp lightly 
before he brushed the backs of his fingers over Jon's jaw and neck, carefully avoiding any of his wounds, and 
down into the V of his shirt. He lingered there momentarily, running his forefinger up and down and idly flicking 
open the buttons as they kissed. 


Jon smoothed his injured hand down Richie's bicep and forearm, stopping at the button-playing hand. Richie felt 
Jon's fingers circle his wrist and guide his hand inside his shirt to his chest. As Jon's breathing hitched, 
Richie's escaped him in one long breath as his fingers were led to Jon's nipple. He circled the little nub with his 
forefinger before teasing it with little flicks, pulls and scapes of his nails. 


His other hand moved down to Jon's flank, resting for a moment before moving to his groin, cupping Jon's cock 
lightly through the fabric of his trousers. He didn't move or tease, just absorbed the scorching heat in his 


palm, until Jon started to unconsciously move against him. 


Jon wrenched his mouth free with a rough gasp, his chest heaving as he seemed to climb up Richie seeking 
more contact. Jon wrapped his leg around Richie's body, forcing him to remove his hand so that he could hold 
onto Jon as he launched himself up into Richie's arms, both legs now wrapped around him, effectively wedging 


himself between the door and Richie's body. 


"I hope you don't think I'm easy or too forward if | invite you in for a nightcap and get naked for you then 
sleep with you on the first date," Jon said. 


"Not at all," Richie chuckled, "I promise I'll respect you in the morning." 


"Hmm good," Jon smiled sweetly, kissing Richie on the cheek. 
"Oof," Richie groaned softly under Jon's weight. "Glad you didn't have dessert, sweetheart” 


"Told you," Jon breathed, "you'd regret it- letting me choose anything | wanted." He ground his hips against 


Richie's. "Know what | want now?" he went on. 


"What's that?" Richie said He closed his eyes as Jon's slow hips were causing the sweetest torture. When he 


heard no response, he opened them again to see what caused the silence. 


Richie watched the blonde's face in the moonlight as Jon's eyes fell closed slightly and he sucked his bottom lip 


between his teeth, a smile still pulling the corners of his mouth upward. 
"You, baby," Jon said softly, "I want you! l- | want to make slow, sweet love to you tonight 


Richie slowly eased Jon down so that he was standing on tiptoes. "I like the sound of that, sweetheart,” Richie 


said. 


"Afterwards you'll fall asleep in my arms and I'll watch you sleep," Jon weaved his magic spell with his words, 


"Then I'll wake you with a kiss. Where that will be, | haven't decided yet 
"You can kiss me anywhere," Richie murmured. "| promise I'll welcome your kisses until my dying day." 


"And since tomorrow is our last day here," Jon's tone dropped to a wicked whisper, "| want you ready and 


willing to be fucked whenever | see fit" 


"Oh god, fuck yeah," Richie could barely get the words out and he felt himself dampening a patch on the front 
of his pants. 


"| plan on using every one of those toys on you tomorrow," Jon continued, "Ill be the driver the next day, so 


that you can get used to some of them during our trip" 
"Dear god," Richie breathed 

"So000 let's go inside now and," Jon smiled coyly, "I'll get that nightcap for you." 

"Yeah, yeah sure," Richie fumbled with the key before sliding it home and turning it so all the tumblers fel 
into place and the door swung wide. He stood back and allowed Jon to go through first, then picking up the 


large bag, followed him in and kicked the door closed. 


Richie placed the bag on the most convenient surface as Jon took his hand and walked backwards, leading the 


way through the house to the bedroom. 


"You didn't really want that nightcap," Jon asked, "did you?" 
"No, not really." 
"You do want me to get naked though, right?" 


Richie could only manage a nod, swallowing hard. His brain was beyond words now, the major blood supply had 


been diverted south and it was operating on backup energy alone. 


They made it into the bedroom and Jon turned the lights down low. Richie was pulled to the end of the bed and 
pushed gently to sit as Jon stood just beyond his reach. 


Richie watched Jon toe off his shoes and kick them to one side. He then turned his back on Richie and dropped 
one shoulder of his shirt down and looked backwards and blew a kiss to him. Turning away from Richie again, 
he dropped the other shoulder and shook his head back as he performed a strip tease for Richie. He let the 
shirt drop to his fingertips and flicked it back onto Richie's head. 


"Oh baby, c'mere," Richie said, holding his hand out for Jon. 


"Not yet, lover boy," Jon said. He turned around and now all that was between Richie and heaven was a simple 


drawstring. 


Richie had to lean back on his elbows as his pants were becoming painfully constricting. Richie's breathing 
hitched a little as Jon swayed slightly to some random song in his head as his hand skimmed over his body, 
through the abundance of hair over his chest and belly, finally coming to rest on the waistband of his pants. 
Richie willed Jon to just pull the string already, his mouth had started to water in anticipation as his eyes 
hungrily took in the show. 


"Stand up, baby," Jon murmured, holding out his uninjured hand to Richie. 


Richie laced his fingers into Jon's and stood up, merely a breath away. He kicked off his shoes and shoved 
them aside, bringing them back to almost eye level with each other. 


The bandaged hand brushed a tendril of hair behind Richie's ear, following a trail down Richie's neck to the last 
button holding his shirt closed and deftly popped it open. Jon's midnight blue eyes never left his as he pushed 
the collar aside, before dipping his head to Richie's neck. 


Richie felt Jon's hot mouth almost burn his neck as he nibbled at the spot just under his ear. Richie dropped 
his head back in capitulation to his mouth as it travelled further along his jaw. 


He could feel Jon's cock bouncing against his, still clad in his pants. Richie moved his free hand to Jon's lower 
back, grasping a handful of fabric in a silent protest that they were still in place. Grasp, release, grasp, release. 


Hurry, hurry. 
"Soon baby," Jon murmured against Richie's cleft. 


Riche felt the roughness of the bandage again inside the collar of his shirt, Jon's hand running inside the sleeve 
as he pushed it down Richie's arm, exposing his shoulder and bicep. Jon ripped his way down Richie's neck. 
Richie released the handful of linen and shook his arm free of the shirt, unwilling to let go of Jon's other hand 
just yet. 


"Hmm baby, you're so delicious," Jon sighed and licked his lips and squeezed Richie's fingers in their clasped 
grip. 


Richie gently shook his hand free and rid himself of the confines of his shirt. With both hands free now he 
could finally touch Jon how he longed to, but satisfied himself with slipping them just inside the waist of Jon's 


pants and pulling him close. 


He didn't want to distract Jon from laving his tongue over his body because damn it, it felt so good! He felt a 
shiver run down his spine as Jon found one particular spot just above his left nipple. He submitted to Jon's 


ministrations. He nearly chuckled when Jon purred as he licked him. Yeah, his kitty had so earned that collar! 
"Jesus, darlin," Richie sighed, "that feels so good" 


"Are you sure?" Jon asked coyly, "I've never done this before." He took the nipple between his teeth and bit 
down ever so slightly, his tongue flicking the nub back and forth. 


"You- you're a natural,” Richie huffed out. A frisson of electricity shot through him as Jon hummed around 
his nipple. 


He almost cheered out loud when Jon finally reached the button on his pants and flicked it open. Instead he 
pulled his hands reluctantly from holding Jon's ass and tangled them into his hair to draw Jon up to kiss him 
with a desperation that surprised him. As he plundered Jon's mouth, he felt his zipper being carefully drawn 
down, finally releasing his hard and ready penis. Jon pushed his pants down and Richie stepped out of the 
offending garment, kicking it somewhere into the abyss with his shoes. 


Richie deftly slid a hand between them and finally pulled the drawstring on Jon's pants, pushing them down 
over his erection so that they pooled at his feet. He swiped his forefinger across his own slippery head and 
brought the fluid up to Jon's mouth, swiping it over Jon's bottom lip and watching his tongue dart out to taste 
it, before claiming those lips again and tasting himself mingle with Jon's sweet flavour. 


Jon kicked his pants to one side and gently pushed Richie back down on the bed, their mouths never separating 
for more than a sweet moment as he crawled up Richie's prone body. 


"Oh please don't lean on my stomach Jonny," Richie winced as he reminded him as Jon settled half on top of 


him, half beside him. It was feeling okay until Jon had leaned a little too heavily on it. No cowboy rides tonight, 
he thought. 


‘lm sorry, honey," Jon apologised, lifting his weight to resettle more comfortably, "Can | kiss it? Gently?" 

‘Of course," Richie whispered, "You can kiss me anywhere, baby, remember?" 

"Move further up the bed, Rich," Jon instructed, "Get comfortable. | plan to make you feel so good. | want to 
take forever tonight." He rolled away from Richie temporarily as they pulled the covers down to the foot of 


the bed. 


Richie moved up to the pillows, making a nest behind his head and back so that he was partially sitting up. He 


figured it was a great vantage point for watching whatever Jon was going to do to him. 

"Oh Rich," Jon knelt between Richie's spread thighs caressing them with a feather like touch. "Damn it, | wish | 
had a camera right now. You look- you look amazing. Will you let me take your picture like this when we get 
home?" 


"Only if | can do the same?" Richie nodded. "Though you'll have to show me how to get it right" 


"I think | can manage that," Jon smiled softly. He leaned forward, bracing his arms either side of Richie's body 
and found that spot above Richie's nipple again with the point his tongue. 


The sensation went straight to Richie groin and he bucked upwards in reaction. He ran his his hands slowly up 
Jon's muscled arms, fingers curling around his triceps, nails digging into the skin as Jon worshipped his body. 
Richie moved one hand to the top of Jon's head and gently, silently, instructed him to keep moving down. 

A flick of blue eyes was the only response he received before that talented tongue dragged down the centre 
of his stomach. When Jon's beard rubbed against the head of Richie's penis, he thought he would jump off the 
bed with the overwhelming sensation. 


"Jesus Jonny," Richie hissed. "Do that again" Richie rolled his hips upward. 


"This?" Jon asked as he nuzzled his cheek against Richie's shaft again, burying his nose gently into the soft skin 
of his lower belly. "Like that, babe?" 


"Ahh fuck yeah," Richie groaned, "Can you not shave ever again?" 


"Hmm it gets itchy though," Jon chuckled, "so it would have to be for a special occasion. Like your birthday or 


something.” 


Richie could feel Jon's cheeks pull up in a smile as he rubbed himself against his hips and groin, nipping at his 
pubes and pulling gently. Jon ignored Richie's aching shaft and kissed and licked the juncture where Richie's 


thighs met his body. 

Richie pulled his eyes open and watched the blonde head between his thighs, bobbing, ducking and rolling around, 
causing all manner of thrills and excitement to course through his body. His cock was weeping, eager for the 
heat that only Jon's mouth could provide. 

"Suck me, Jonny," Richie was not opposed to begging right about now. "Please, baby!" 

| can't believe you're asking me this on a first date!" Jon pretended to be horrified. "You're so bad, Rich." 
"Fuck the first date, baby," Richie growled. 

"Fuck on the first date? Yes please," Jon smiled wickedly. 


"Then | beg you, baby," Richie breathed. "Fuck me. Take me. Please!" 


"Since you begged so prettily," Jon said. He swiped his fingers through the pool of precum on Richie's belly and 


smoothed it around his ring of muscle. "Hand me a condom, babe." 


Richie reached above his head and grabbed a handful and almost threw them at Jon, the bed now scattered 


with condom packets. Richie wrapped his hand around his own cock and stroked himself while waiting for Jon. 
"How many times do you want me to make love to you tonight, honey?" Jon chuckled as he chose one and 
smoothed it onto himself. The smell of synthetic mango filled the air, mingling with their combined musks as he 
used more of Richie's natural slippery fluid. 


"As many as you can handle," Richie smiled. "Hurry, baby. How much more mango can you handle, Jonny?" 


"Coincidence, honestly,” Jon chuckled, lining himself up to Richie's body. He pushed gently forward so that he 
was just breaching the tight ring. "You ready, Rich, my love?" 


"Mmm, yesss," Richie purred, reaching for his lover as he pushed back, opening up and relaxing as much as 


possible. 
Jon slipped through and halted, waiting for Richie to signal his acceptance. 


Richie clawed gently at Jon's arms to bring him closer. He needed to feel Jon's lips too, completing the perfect 
joining of bodies as their hips slowly started moving. 


They rocked in a gentle rhythm that belied their level of arousal as they both denied their release for as long 
as possible. Jon hadn't lied about wanting to take forever tonight. 


"If only our attackers could see us now," Richie breathed, "in bed together and happily making love with each 


other." 


"Mmm yeah this'll show ‘em," Jon mumbled, sucking on his lover's earlobe. "Jesus, Rich, you feel so good. So 


tight" 

"Harder Jonny," Richie begged, "Please." 

"Not tonight, my darling," Jon whispered. "Tomorrow, you won't be able to walk straight with what | have 
planned. Tonight is just us." He pushed up on his hands, undulating his hips at a different angle, sinking as deep 
as possible into Richie's body. 

"Just us," Richie said, looking deeply into Jor's eyes as he felt the first waves of his orgasm building and 
surging like the ocean, then finally with one powerful thrust from Jon the wave crashed over him. "Oh yes! 


Mmm-" 


He convulsed on the bed beneath Jon as the power of his climax took him by surprise. He felt the world tilt on 


its axis and the room, and Jon's face, dimmed before winking out completely. 


He came to a short time later as Jon's orgasm rode to the end of its life. Jon smiled wickedly when he saw 


Richie was conscious again. 
"Fuck, Rich, you passed out," Jon breathed, "Ever done that before?" 


"Is that what happened?" Richie looked a little confused, "I don't remember ever doing that before. Was | out 


for long?" 

"Mere seconds, sweetie," Jon smiled, "But it was the sexiest thing to watch." He ducked his head to Richie's 
chest and lapped at his cum. He was still deeply buried in Richie and still hard, a testament to how erotic it 
was. 

"Wow, talk about a mind blowing orgasm!" Richie chuckled, then his eyes went wide and he puffed out an "Oh!" 
when Jon rolled his hips a certain way. Clearly he was not done yet even though Richie had witnessed the 


completion of his climax. 


Jon smirked wickedly as his intentions became clear to Richie. "I'm not done with you yet, babe," he whispered. 


With every roll and thrust, he aimed with precision at Richie prostate, making him stiffen again quickly. 
"So rendering me unconscious makes you hot? | see." Richie closed his eyes. "| see what kind of lover you are." 
Jon leaned in for a sloppy intense kiss. "Ahh," he grunted. "Say ‘lover’ again" 


Richie moved his mouth right next to Jon's ear. "Loverrrrrr," he purred. He felt the shiver run through Jon's 


body and his tempo increased. 


"Yesss," Jon breathed. 


"Wait Jonny," Richie said. "Switch around babe. Your hand needs a rest" He'd seen how Jon was favouring the 


arm with the injured hand. 

"Mmm okay," he reluctantly pulled free of Richie. "But | still want your sweet ass." 

"And you shall have it, babe." Richie rolled out of the way so that Jon could lie down. Grabbing a fresh condom 
and the lube, he quickly replaced the used one for Jon while he was getting comfortable, and applied a generous 
dollop of lube to them both. 

"Then climb on board, baby," Jon crooked his finger to Richie, grinning like the Cheshire Cat. 

Richie quickly took a mental picture of the man before him. He now knew what Jon was talking about earlier. He 
was stunning and sexy and cute all rolled up in one package. He moved up Jon's prone body eagerly as Jon held 
himself in position as he slowly lowered himself onto his insatiable lover's eternally hard prick. 

"How are you still hard?" Richie asked in wonder. 

"Because you turn me on by just being you, Rich," Jon said with a lopsided grin as he rolled his hips upward. 
"Sweet talker," Richie said with a groan as Jon hit his target yet again. He dropped his head back as Jon's 
sweet internal assault worked its magic. His thighs were getting a workout too as he lifted and lowered himself 
to meet Jon's rolls and thrusts. He reached back behind him to fondle Jon's tight sac and teasing the soft pad 


of flesh just below. 


"Damn, baby," Jon groaned. "That feels incredible" Jon wrapped his uninjured hand around Richie's hot flesh and 


stroked him in all manner of ways. 


"Ahh Jonny, I'm-" Richie breathed. "I'm so close. Come with me?" He felt the familiar sizzle burn through his 
veins, pooling lava-like in the pit of his belly, ready to erupt. 


‘I'm right there with you, babe," Jon said. "Just breathe this time though, okay?" 

Their orgasms raced through them within moments of each other. Richie felt Jon swell inside him, triggering a 
chain reaction of mutual satisfaction He leaned down and took Jon's mouth with his as he covered them both 
again in his cream. He felt Jon's arms wrap around him like bands of steel, holding him as close as possible as 
he bucked and twitched inside him. 


"That was incredible," Richie praised. "| see why you like to ride.” 


Jon just chuckled into Richie hair holding him even tighter, if that was possible. 


They stayed like that for what seemed an eternity but in reality it was probably only a few minutes. Jon 
eventually softened this time and slipped free of Richie with a groan of disappointment. They were hot, sweaty 


and covered in Richie's cum but they never let go of each other, just moved to a more comfortable position 
Richie thought Jon had drifted off to sleep until he heard him whisper. 


‘lm sorry | can't wear the kitty collar but | don't want to aggravate my neck," Jon really sounded sorry. 


"Maybe tomorrow or in a few days." 


Richie knew that the neck was one of Jon's major erogenous zones. "I can wait," he reassured him, always the 


considerate lover. "Tonight is just us." 


Jon peppered his mouth with soft, small kisses as they both relaxed into a post-coital bliss. "I do like the idea 
of being your sexy little kitty," Jon revealed. 


That comment had Richie purring instead. "You already are, lover." 


The silence fell over them again like a soft blanket, as fingers caressed, lips touched and eyes searched. Jon 


had moved up onto his elbow and had started stroking Richie's hair, lulling him into an almost-sleep. 
"Jonny?" Richie whispered. 
"Yes, baby?" 


"I remembered my dream from last night," Richie turned his head to look at Jon, "It came back to me after 


the assault. In the car. It made me feel sick" 

"Do you want to tell me about it?" Jon asked quietly. 

"No, not really," Richie confessed. "But | want you to know." 

"Just take your time, babe," Jon stroked his fingers down Richie's cheek. 

"We were on stage. Biggest gig yet. Encore two." Richie explained, "You announced to everyone that we were 
lovers, partners. You had the biggest smile and you held your hand out to me. You were expecting happiness 
and love from everyone but all we got in return were jeers and abuse." 

"Oh Rich," Jon murmured. 

"They all walked out on us. The audience, the band, our families." Richie's voice started to waver knowing what 


was coming up. "You turned to me with this look; this look of utter hate and anger. You told me to get out. Out 
of the band and out of your life. You walked away and left me standing on that empty stage alone" He 


swallowed around the unshed tears lodged painfully in his throat. With an unhappy sigh he looked at Jon finally, 
he hadn't been able to do so through the retelling. He could see in the shadowy light the silvery trails of tears 
starting down his partner's cheeks. 

"Fuck!" Jon said hoarsely, "l- | don't know what to say, babe." 

"I know, Jonny," Richie nodded at Jon's attempted response. "It's okay. | realise it was a nightmare." 


"A pretty powerful one though, darlin," Jon said. 


"Then those guys tonight scared the fuck outta me when | heard them hurt you. | knew then | didn't care 
what everyone else thought. If | lost you, | don't know what | would do." Richie ended emotionally. He picked up 


Jon's hand that was resting on his chest and placed a kiss in the palm before tangling their fingers together, ' 


love you more than anything, Jonny!" 
‘| love you too, Rich," Jon whispered, "so damn much!" 


Richie yawned unexpectedly as though telling Jon about the nightmare had released a dam within him, 


exhaustion finally creeping up on him as his eyes started dropping again. "I'm sorry Jonny, I'm so tired now." 


"IFs okay, babe," Jon kissed him sweetly and slowly on the lips, "I'm right here. I'll keep you safe while you 


sleep." 


Richie nodded, the simple caress of Jon's fingers on his chest soothing him into a dreamless sleep. He didn't see 
the tears Jon cried for his emotional pain that the nightmare had caused for the past 24 hours. 


The First of Many 


Author's Notes: 
Just wanted to say a big thank you to you all for sticking this through. It IS drawing to a close. Hopefully 
around the 30 chapter mark. Keep the applause down to a dull roar, thank you. XD 


Love you all and thanks again. 

Richie woke a few hours later to a warmth gently enveloping his flaccid penis. A soft suction, licks and swirls 
gradually awoke his body and pulled his mind from the darkness of deep sleep. 

Running his hand down his torso, sleepily, eyes still closed, his fingers encountered longish siky strands. He sent 
his fingers swimming through the tendrils. He slowly became aware of random caresses over his body, a 
thumb thrumming his nipple, nails scraping up the inside of his thigh, a hand cupping and rolling his balls within 
their sac, fingers searching lower.. hmm, this was the way to wake up. He was just starting to roll his hips up 


into the warmth when a finger slick with cold gel swiped between his cheeks and around his ass. 


"Jesus! What the fuck!" He was instantly awake. His head popped off the pillow and he was met with a pair of 


vivid blue eyes gazing up at him. 
Jon didn't stop his ministrations, but had the gall to chuckle around his semi-hard peris. 
Richie felt Jon's finger slip into him, spreading the gel around liberally before adding a second and third. 


"Good morning babe," Jon said after giving Richie's cock one last hard suck, coming off with a loud pop. He 
didn't stop working his fingers inside Richie, however. 


"Don't stop, Jonny," Richie breathed. 


"I thought I'd wake you with your promised kiss," Jon smiled as he reached behind him, looking for something, 
"before the final day of carnality begins." He brought one of the stretchers up in front of him to show Richie. 


"Oh," Richie nodded, "Is that the small one?" He was enjoying the feel of Jon's fingers. The warming of the gel 
started to turn into something different as the desensitising started to take effect. 


"No, | decided against that one.” Jon explained, "I figured that if you can take me easily enough, then the 
smallest one is pointless. So to speak, anyway." He chuckled at his own joke. "So | slipped it inside myself," Jon 


revealed. "Just for fun" 


Richie groaned at the hotness of that information. 


"So you're going to wear the next size," Jon continued more seriously, "while you shower and | cook you 
breakfast. You'll wear it while you're eating breakfast, sitting there knowing that it's in your ass." 


"| will take care of all your needs today," Jon continued. "I will cook for you. | will bathe you. | will tell you when 
you can sleep. | will tell you when you can speak freely. You will not touch yourself or come without my 


consent. Do you understand the rules for today, babe?" 


Richie was surprised when both of Jon's hands appeared, he hadn't felt him take his fingers from his ass. He 
watched as Jon made a show of applying more lube to the plug, caressing it as though he would Richie's cock 


"You didn't answer me, Rich," Jon's eyes had a authoritarian glint to them. 


Richie was willing to try anything once. "| understand, Jonny," he nodded. The thought of Jon being in total 
control of his body was intriguing and a major turn on. He felt himself harden further at the thought. 


"Good!" Jon nodded, "I'm going to slide this one in. The gel should have worked by now, but if there's any 
discomfort, | need you to tell me. Oh by the way, at any time you're not comfortable with our play, you need 


to use a safe word. Do you have one?" 


"Mango," Richie said with a breathy chuckle. He saw the brief look of amusement in Jon's eyes before they 
flicked back down again. "Before we get too far into this, Jonny, can | ask you something?" 


Jon nodded, "Of course, babe." 
"Two things really. First, how is your neck?" 


‘Its okay," he with a surprised inflection "It actually looks worse that it feels." He craned his neck upward so 


Richie could see. 

There were ugly finger shaped bruises, but the broken skin had already started to heal. 
"My hand feels much better too. What's your second question?" 

"Can | have my good morning kiss?" 

‘I've given you one already." 

| meant on my lips, baby." 


‘Oh, that will be my pleasure." As Jon leaned down to render him senseless with kisses, he slid the black plug 
into Richie's waiting orifice. 


Wrenching his mouth free with a gasp, he said, "Ooh fuck!" Even though he knew Jon had taken every care and 


had worked it in slowly while he was distracted, it still was a shock 


"Too much? Do you need your safe word?" Jon asked calmly as he stroked the sensitive area around the plug 


to relieve any discomfort. 

"No, | don't think so," Richie replied. He lay there for a moment taking a mental inventory of any pain or 
discomfort. It was not as big as the cucumber, but he'd been so turned on that night that nothing would have 
hurt. 


"In that case, do you accept my conditions for today, Rich?" Jon asked seriously. 


"Sure Jonny," Richie nodded. His erection had subsided a little and he was about to help himself, but earned a 
slap on the hand instead. 


"No touching, remember?" Jon reminded him. "Also | won't make you call me Sir or Master today, so it's just 


Jon. No baby, babe or Jonny." 
"But | like calling you baby," Richie pouted. "I thought you liked it” 


"I do, | love it! This doesn't mean | don't love you or what you call me," Jon smiled. "I'm going to show you how 


much | cherish you today. Tonight you can call me anything you want. Please, Rich?" 
"Honey? Darling? Sweetie? Sugarlips?" Richie made a list. "Kitty?" 
"Hmm kitty sounds perfect," Jon almost purred. "So are you happy to do this today?" 


"Yes. Jon" Although he didn't fully understand it, Richie saw the happiness flick across Jon's face. He really 
gets into this role playing, he thought. 


Jon smiled briefly, nodding, then said, "Good. Now sit up and see how you feel." 


Richie gingerly moved to sit up, conscious of the plug but not feeling any discomfort, only fullness. His eyes 
shot open when the tip brushed agonisingly against his prostate. He groaned softly. 


"How does it feel, Rich?" Jon asked with genuine concern at first, "Any pain?" 
"Mmm feels amazing," Richie said, "No pain" He wanted to rock against the bed to prolong the tingles. 


"Stand" Jon ordered, standing up himself, indicating with a flick of his hand to Richie. "See if you can make it to 


the bathroom. If you can walk without pain, we'll shower, then I'll make breakfast.” 


Richie stood cautiously not knowing what to expect, but he straightened with no effort. He let go of the breath 


he was holding and smiled at Jon who was standing and watching him, hands on hips, naked as the day he was 


born with the dirtiest smirk he'd ever seen on his face. 
"Let the games begin," Richie smiled and winked. 
"Shower" Jon ordered and pointed to the bathroom. 


Richie did what he was told and made his way to the bathroom. "Can | take a leak first, Sir?" he asked with a 


chuckle. 


Jon flicked him a look so hot, Richie thought he could feel the burn over his skin. He figured he'd said the right 
thing by willingly calling him Sir. Jon nodded and readied the shower, gathering a washcloth, shower gel and 


shampoo. 


As Richie walked past the mirror, he caught sight of himself and saw the bruising across his stomach. He 
paused and ran his hand over it, recalling last right. He shook his head, still wondering why people could be so 
ugly and cruel to another human being, before taking another few steps to the toilet. 


When he returned Jon was waiting patiently at the shower door, his eyes flicked from Richie's stomach to his 


eyes in a silent question Richie replied softly, "It feels okay really. It just looks awful." 


"In you go," Jon said, "The warm water will help. Just stand under the spray and I'l take care of everything 
else." He stood aside and let Richie enter first before closing the door behind him. 


Richie stood facing the wall, the large shower head was wide enough for him to fit completely under the spray. 
It felt like he was standing in a summer afternoon rain, the soft droplets soothing his body and mind. He tipped 
his head back and his face into the spray as Jon's fingers slid into his hair. 


"Mmm," Richie moaned out loud then suddenly wondered if it counted as talking and if he was breaking a rule 
or something. But he loved the feeling of Jon's hands in his hair. He felt the gentle scrape of Jon's blunt 
fingernails against his scalp as he worked the shampoo through his long hair. Maybe he should cut it one day? 
He'd ask Jon what he thought when he could speak. 


His head was dunked back under the water unexpectedly as Jon rinsed the suds from his hair. Richie sputtered 
against the foam and water coursing over his face. He thought he heard a chuckle from behind him as Jon 


squeezed the water from his hair and moved it over a shoulder. 


Jon slowly ran his hands across Richie's shoulders and down his arms, placing them against the shower wall. 
"Stay like that" His legs were kicked out slightly. Richie saw Jon reach for the washcloth, working the gel into a 
good lather then working it across his back. The sensuousness of it had Richie's body tingling in all the right 
places, his penis showing signs of life again since the insertion of the plug. He could hear Jon's breath becoming 


quicker, slightly harsher. Good, he thought, I'm not the only one being affected here. 


Jon worked thoroughly down his back and legs, studiously avoiding his ass at this stage, before standing again, 


allowing the water to sluice down his back. He ducked under Richie's arm and started washing his chest and 
arms. Richie stood there silently, eyes never leaving Jon's. When Jon knelt at his feet to wash his legs, his cock 
almost bounced off the top of Jon's head in eagerness. Jon just raised an eyebrow at him. 

He shrugged; he couldn't talk, he couldn't move, what was he supposed to do? He did take satisfaction in seeing 
that Jon was equally aroused as he rose from his knees, their cocks brushing against each other for a 
millisecond. 

Jon moved out from his braced arms and returned to his back. He laid a palm against Richie's spine and ran 
his hand agonisingly slowly down to the spot just above the tailbone, his fingers swirling random patterns and 
causing goosebumps to race across Richie wet skin. 

"Do you want me to touch you, Rich?" Jon breathed into his ear. 

"God, fuck yeah," Richie replied. "Always." 


"Beg me for it," Jon said. "Tell me how much you want me to Touch you." 


"I really want you to touch me," Richie relented. "And kissing my shoulders would be nice. Great. Heavenly, 


actually." 


"C'mon baby," Jon dipped the top of his finger into his crease, "You can do better than that. Put that delicious 
mouth to work and talk dirty to me." 


"| want," Richie stalled when he felt Jon's fingers edging closer to the end of the plug. "| want to feel your hot 


tongue and your sexy mouth. Everywhere!" 


"Nice start, babe," Jon conceded, "but | think you can do even better. Do you need some incentive, maybe?" Jon 


had hooked a finger into the end of the plug and gently tugged at it. 

Richie groaned at the pull, almost seeing stars when Jon released it again and it almost bounced against his 
prostate. He did it again, this time placing open mouthed kisses across Richie's wet shoulders. With each kiss, 
there was a tug and release of the plug. Richie was having a hard time keeping his knees from buckling with 
each pull. "Fuck Jon," Richie moaned, "Please!" 

"Please what?" Jon prompted. 

"lm so close," Richie moaned, "Please just fuck me. Take the plug out and fuck me." 


"IF | take it out now," Jon said, "It means you'll go bigger next time." 


"Yes, yes," Richie agreed quickly. "Anything you say. Please!" 


"Hmm lean forward then," Jon pushed between his shoulders, bending him over even more. 


Richie groaned when he felt Jon play with the plug some more, twisting and turning it gently, moving it so that 
the tip brushed around inside him. He yelped in surprise, not pain, when he felt those perfect teeth nip him on 
the ass. 


"Fucking pull it out already!" Richie growled in impatience. 


"Gotta do it slowly, Rich," Jon explained. "Otherwise you'll get hurt and | have plans for this ass later. And fuck 
it looks good, baby!" 


Finally he felt a more constant pull and Jon's murmurs of appreciation as the silicone popped free. He saw it 
fall to the floor and roll around a little, like a fish out of water, replaced quickly with Jon's Tongue rimming 
around the stretched muscle. He thought he was going to come just from Jon's tongue fucking. He reached a 
hand around and dug it into Jon's hair, stopping him from licking him out any further. 


"I. Want. Your. Cock." Richie growled each word clearly and succinctly so there would be no debate. "Now! 


Please!" 
Jon chuckled, giving Richie's ass one final kiss before standing up. 
Richie heard a faint metallic noise and a hiss escape from Jon, then a familiar rip of foil. "What was that, Jon?" 


"I just put the ring on," Jon explained. "Tell me how it feels, okay? | put the condom over it, so | hope you can 


feel it” With that, he started to push through the loosened muscles. 
"Wait!" Richie almost yelled. "Take it off, Jon Take the condom off. | want to feel you." 


Since last night, with the realisation of how much Jon meant to him, he wasn't scared anymore. If Jon said 
they were both clean, then he believed him wholeheartedly. Not that he didn't believe him earlier, but the 
possibility that he might have lost him last night made him not want to regret one moment of missed 


opportunities. 
"Rich," Jon breathed. "Are you sure, baby?" 


"Can | turn around? Please?" Richie looked over his shoulder. He saw Jon nod, looking slightly confused. He stood, 
turned to face Jon and swept him up into his arms, planting a hard kiss on his surprised mouth. "I love you, 
Jon," he said, after they broke for air, "and | trust you with my life, baby." He looked deep into Jon's eyes as 


he watched the information filter through and change his surprised look to one of wonder and happiness. 


When he saw them starting to tear up, Richie changed tack and growled, "Now take off that condom and fuck 
me! Hard. Punish me for disobeying your rules. I'm yours to do with what you see fit, and | will take anything 


you have for me." He kissed Jon quickly again before turning and resuming his stance. 


He heard the snap of fresh latex and smiled when he saw it hit the floor of the shower along with the two 
stretchers and wondered when Jon removed his. He mentally shrugged and sighed when Jon's hands smoothed 
down his back lovingly. 


"Jesus Rich, | didn't think I'd be crying when we fucked today." Jon breathed, his cock pushing through Richie's 
loosened muscle, "I love you so much right now. You're such a gift to me. But baby, I'm gonna fuck your ass 


so good right now." 


Richie gasped and Jon groaned simultaneously as Jon slammed himself home finally. After a moment of 
adjustment, Richie nodded slightly to give Jon the go ahead to keep moving. Flesh on flesh, one on one; finally. He 
could feel the ring with the litle beads rolling over his internal flesh, increasing Jon's girth and rigidity. Bolts of 
electricity shot through him as Jon built up momentum. 


"Ah fuck! You feel fucking amazing, Jon," Richie moaned, his fingers clawing uselessly against the tile of the 
shower wall. "C'mon baby, fuck me harder. You know you want to. | want to feel every part of your cock deep 


inside me. Fill me with your cum. | want it to drip from me." 


"Fuck! Such a dirty mouth, babe," Jon panted. "I knew you could do it" His fingers twisted painfully into Richie's 
hair as he pulled his head back. 


Richie felt him adjust his footing, changing angles to pound into him hard. It felt glorious and decadent and dirty 
and alive! He felt so alive right now, as the curl of heat built up low in his tense body, twisting and insinuating 
itself around the base of his spine. 

"Touch yourself, baby," Jon instructed. "Come with me, I'm almost there." 

Richie almost cried with relief when he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked himself in time with 
Jon's thrusts. The steady thrum of the shower was interspersed by Jon rocking his hips into him, setting a 


steady beat. Murmurs, sighs and groans became the words to the song their bodies were creating. 


"Oh Jon- oh fuck!" Richie whimpered as his climax hit him with force, his knees almost caving completely, his 


fingers finding no purchase on the walls as his ass clamped around Jon's still thrusting cock. 
‘Oh, oh, fu- mmm," was the only sound from Jon as he came hard inside Richie. 


Richie wanted to cry as he felt the scalding heat of Jon's cum as he filled him with no barrier to hold it. "Fuck 
baby, so hot. Give it all to me, sweetheart." 


"Oh Richie." Jon breathed emotionally against his back, peppering him with tender kisses. "Thank you, baby.” 


What a way to start the morning, Richie thought. His legs were like jelly, his breathing harsh and erratic, and 


his ass was well used. He felt Jon start to soften, even though the ring was still firmly around him. Richie was 


amazed at the amount of detail he could feel without the barrier of latex. He squeezed a little and chuckled 


when Jon whimpered in protest, still unable to speak. 
"Jon," Richie said over his shoulder, "can | stand up please?" 
"No, you have to stay like this forever," Jon murmured, cuddling him closer. 


"Well that might be awkward when we have to go out on the road again," Richie chuckled. "Your arms will get 


in the way when I'm playing.’ 


"But you feel so good," Jon sighed but reluctantly started pulling out slowly. "I guess the water is getting cold 


anyway," he said with a definite pout in his voice. 


Richie felt the metal ring pop through before he stood slowly, working the kinks out of his back, stretching his 
arms and legs as best he could in the reasonably small space. Jon had almost collapsed against the shower wall 


as he regained his equilibrium, idly toeing the stretchers on the floor. 


Richie eyed Jon up and down, his gaze caught by the adornment around Jon's penis. He took a step, standing in 
front of Jon and pulled him away from the wall and into his arms, wrapping them around his shoulders and 


holding him close. 


"That was fucking amazing," Richie said, his nose buried into Jon's wet hair. "I felt- | felt everything! Even the 
beads on this thing.” He reached down and cupped Jon's oversensitive penis in his hand. "You should wear it all 


the time." 
"Oh god, Rich," Jon almost squeaked, flinching slightly at the touch with a chuckle. "Just wait until you try it." 


"Hmm | can't wait," Richie smiled. He tilted Jon's face to his and laid a slow, soft kiss on his lips. The bottom 
one was slightly puffy and red from Jon biting on it, Richie guessed. 


"Lets get out of here, huh?" Jon smiled when they pulled away from each other. "C'mon, I'll dry you off, Stud" 
He opened the door, pushing Richie out first. "Leave those. I'll fix it later. They'll need to be cleaned anyway." he 
said when Richie started to pick up everything from the floor. 


"Stud, huh?" Richie chuckled. 
"Yeah," Jon chuckled, "You want to call me Kitty, then | get to call you Stud. Now stand still” 


Richie stood obediently, silently, and allowed Jon to dry him using one of the large fluffy towels. Unlike the 
earlier washing, Jon was gentle in his touch this time, almost reverent, as he moved down from his shoulders 
and chest, making sure every nook and cranny was dry right down to his toes. Richie just watched Jon as he 


worked, neither of them willing to broach the subject of the condom just yet. 


The emotion of it was too new and raw, even though it was full of love. He saw that rawness in Jon's eyes 
when he stood to dry Richie's hair. His blue eyes were almost swimming and he knew without a doubt that Jon 
was still processing everything in his head. As Jon ruffled the towel through his hair, Richie simply wrapped 


his arms around him and drew him close. 


Jon crushed his arms around Richie's neck and buried his face in his hair as his emotions finally got the 
better of him. He heard Jon whisper, "God | love you so much," as they stood wrapped up together. "You 
totally get me, Richie." 


"| love you too," Richie whispered. 


Jon gently pushed away after he'd gathered himself together, turning to hang the towel and clear his throat 
before saying, "I'm starved! Let's get breakfast" He made to walk out of the bathroom when Richie snagged 
him by the wrist. 


"We'll talk about this tonight, right?" he nodded after Jon did the same, accepting that Jon didn't want to talk 
just yet. 


‘lm making bacon and eggs with toast and some mango slices for after," Jon deftly changed the subject. "We 
need to use up as much food as possible today." He walked out of the bathroom. 


"You're forgetting something. Jon" Richie said meaningfully. 


Jon popped his head back around the door frame. "What's- oh, right!" as he remembered, continuing with more 


authority in his voice, "On the bed, hands and knees." 


Richie winked at him as he pushed past him, accidentally on purpose brushing the back of his hand across the 
head of Jon's penis. He walked to the side of the bed and knelt on the edge, bracing himself on his elbows, 
waiting quietly. He felt the bed move beside him as Jon sat down. He turned his head to see what was going on 


Jon had another smooth plug already in his hands, smoothing on a generous amount of lube. "This one is about 
your size, maybe slightly bigger. I've also put the vibe in it” Jon smiled wickedly. "I will have the remote by the 
way." He stood up after dropping that comment and moved behind Richie out of his sight. 


A thrill of anticipation snaked its way through Richie as he felt Jon's fingers run teasingly between his cheeks, 
circling and pressing gently on his opening, slicking lube as he teased. His ass was still super sensitive but the 
muscles were totally relaxed. Richie couldn't help but groan with impatience after a short while. 


"Oh damn, Rich, you look so good," Jon breathed, "Your ass is begging for this, you know? Such a greedy hole. 


So open still from me fucking you just now." 


Richie felt the tip of the plug being gently pushed against his ass muscle. He breathed slowly, trying to relax 


as much as possible as Jon pushed and released the silicone consistently, working it in slowly but surely as it 


got wider toward the base. "Jesus, Jon, it's so big." 


"Uh huh! You're doing brilliantly, Stud" Jon crooned softly. "Just relax and breathe. It's almost in. Just a little 
more." Richie felt his free hand rubbing soothing circles over the small of his back as his other worked at the 
plug. "This is how big you feel, baby, to me. This is why | can't get enough of your cock, Rich, coz it feels so 
good." 


Just when Richie thought he couldn't stand much more, he felt the plug finally slide home inside his ass. "Oh 
fuck, oh yeah!" he groaned in surprise and relief. 


"Oh baby! That looks magnificent!" Jon murmured and ran his hand over the end of it. "How do you feel?" 
"Hmm full," Richie moaned, "Good- | feel good though." 
"Can you stand up?" Jon asked, "Just take it slowly. Remember your safe word if you need it” 


Richie pushed up from his elbows first before reaching a leg out and placing his foot on the floor. So far so 
good, he thought. He placed his other foot on the ground and cautiously straightened. Holy fuck! He could feel 
so much more than with the other one, but he didn't know if it was just because of the size difference or 
because of their recent shower activity. He could tell Jon was watching his every move, looking for any 


discomfort, but so far there wasn't any at all 
"Damn it, it feels amazing, Jon. I'm okay at the moment. Let's see how | feel while I'm sitting at breakfast." 


"Wait a minute," Jon smiled and reached for a small fob on the nightstand. "How does this feel?" he asked and 


pressed one of the buttons. 


Richie had to reach for Jon to steady himself. He thought his knees were going to buckle and the top of his 
head explode as the buzzing rippled through him like a stone dropped into a pond, undulating and multiplying 

through the whole of his body. A fine sheen of sweat popped out over his brow as he gasped for breath. He 
vaguely heard Jon's wicked chuckle before the buzzing ceased abruptly. Richie dropped his knees against the 


side of the bed as he regained his composure. 


"You did say you'd be up for anything today, right?" Jon grinned and kissed Richie on the temple. "C'mon, Stud, 


I'm feeling like a little cream with my coffee this morning." 

Richie watched him walk out of the bedroom, remote fob twirling around his index finger tauntingly. He was 
just getting himself upright again, when the buzzing started and stopped, started and stopped. He was getting 
hard again. 


"What the fuck, Jon?" Richie yelled from the bedroom, "Do you not want me out of the bedroom?" 


‘Sorry, babe, | had to test the distance of the remote,’ came the gleeful reply. "It works from the other end 


of the house!" 


Jesus, I'll be a dried out husk by the end of the day, Richie thought as a delicious shiver ran up his spine. He 
gathered himself up again and cautiously walked out to the kitchen. The sight that he was greeted with was 
Jon standing at the stove, naked apart from an apron he'd found, and his bare ass topped with the apron 
strings tied in a bow. 


His perfect ass looked like a present, a present just for Richie to open up and enjoy. "If only the fans could see 


you now, my domesticated Kitty," Richie laughed. 


Jon brandished a spatula at him. "Watch it, Stud! Just remember who has the remote for that fucker in your 


cute ass!" 
Richie held his hands up in surrender. 


"Go sit down if you can," Jon pointed to the table outside. "Coffee is outside too. | just need to finish the eggs 
and l'Il bring it out" 


Richie walked out to the pool deck and gingerly sat down in his favourite spot looking out over the town and 
the ocean. He was going to miss this place, but he was also looking forward to getting home and back to their 
real life to see how this was going to work. He sighed with contentment as he sipped on the cup of coffee Jon 
had made for him. They'd moved the coffee machine out to the barbeque area after the first day since they 
spent most of their time out by the pool when they were at the house. 


Jon placed his breakfast in front of him, pulling him out of his reveries. His stomach growled loudly as the 
aroma of sizzling bacon and eggs hit him suddenly. 


"Thank you, Jon," Richie said. 


"You can call me what you want, Stud, | won't hold you to the whole name thing now," Jon smiled, "as long as 


we can still play all day?" 


"Oh thank god for that!" Richie sighed, "It's a deal, Kitty." He dug into the food with relish, his mouth watering 


insanely. 

"Kitty still sounds weird though,” Jon said with small shrug. 

"And Stud makes me feel like a horse!" Richie countered, "Or bad TOs porn" 
"That's coz you're hung like a horse,’ Jon chuckled. 


"Tell you what," Richie replied after swallowing a mouthful of crispy bacon "Kitty and Stud only come out on 


special occasions." 


| can agree to that, baby," Jon smiled fondly. 


The First Phone Call 


Jon pushed his food around on his plate, his leg bouncing around under the table as Richie finished his 
breakfast. It seemed as soon as Richie had taken his last mouthful, his plate was whisked away and taken into 


the kitchen by Jon. He had just lifted his coffee cup to his lips when a god-almighty buzz shot through him. 


He was lucky the liquid in his cup wasn't scalding as he wore most of it when his hand shot up in the air in 
surprise. His fingers loosened on the handle as the waves of pleasure rippled out through his body. He managed 
to place the mug back on the table without dropping it; a low groan came unbidden from his constricted 


throat, his eyes closed as his mouth gaped open. 


As quickly as it started, the vibration stopped. He was left gasping as little aftershocks wracked his body. He 
forced his eyes open to see Jon leaning against the door frame, twirling the remote on his finger with the 


sexiest smirk on his face. 
"Stand up, babe, and follow me," Jon ordered as he crooked his finger at Richie. 
"You fucker, babe," Richie complained. "I love you but you fucking suck right now." 


"You agreed to play today, so-" Jon stood straighter and crossed his arms over his chest, "get your fucking 


sexy ass up and follow me." 


Richie smiled, noticing how Jon's tone went straight to his dick. He stood on slightly shaky legs and walked to 
stand in front of Jon, arrogantly mirroring his stance. "So what are you going to do about it?" Richie taunted, 
"Sir!" 


With a wry little chuckle and deep breath through flared nostrils, Jon said, "Well | was going to make sweet, 
tender love to you. But you just fucked that up, Stud, with your insolence. On your knees and suck my dick, 
Rich." 


Richie peered at Jon through half-closed eyes, gauging his mood. The fact that Jon was already more that half 
hard, his tongue had darted out to wet his bottom lip and his eyes had taken on a darker shade of blue with 


unbridled desire, Jon wasn't pissed, he was role playing again 

"I said on your knees, Rich," Jon snarled when Richie didn't move. 

Richie defiantly rolled his eyes with an insolent sigh audible enough just to ramp up Jon's ire a notch or two 
and dropped to his knees. He didn't need the vibe going for the ripples of pleasure to start bubbling through 
his body at the thought of Jon using him like this. He'd toyed with this fantasy in many variations over the 


years. "Now what?" Richie growled, "Sir." 


"You're gonna make me come just using your mouth within ten minutes or," Jon said, sinking his fingers into 


Richie's hair with a sharp tug, "you'll pay the consequences." 


"Make me," Richie sneered, his heart pounding hard against his chest as he played Jon's game. He was enjoying 


this little scenario immensely. 


He thought his dick was hard but that was only until Jon placed a closed fist in front of his face, slowly 
opening his hand to show him the remote laying innocently against his palm as his thumb slowly stroked over 
the buttons. Richie could swear he felt Jon's thumb over the the head on his cock as time seemed to stand 
still while waiting for Jon to choose a button. He swallowed hard as his mouth suddenly went dry, but he never 
broke eye contact with Jon 


"What's it gonna be, baby?" Jon asked. "Suck me or have me hit the high button?" Jon's hand twisted just a 
little harder, pulling his hair and stinging his scalp. 


He played the part of the reluctant participant and parted his lips slightly. Jon nodded and winked, indicating to 
Richie that he knew they were both playing the same game, before forcing himself into Richie's mouth. 


"Yeah," Jon growled. "Thats it, baby. Suck my dick and make me come. Hands behind your back" Jon's hand was 
still in Richie's hair, guiding the pace. 


Richie twitched and swirled his tongue under and around Jon as he thrust inside, gradually moving further in 


"Oh damn, baby, that feels so good" Jon moaned as he pulled Richie closer and sank himself deeper in his 


throat. 


Richie fought his gag reflex as his eyes watered and he struggled for breath, but he knew if Jon thought he 
was truly struggling he would release him in a heartbeat. He groaned around the silky head as Jon rocked 
against his soft palette, his spittle pooling and escaping down his chin. 


Jon swore softly and pulled out, his penis glistening in the sun. "Damn baby, that felt amazing. Let's see if you 
can last a bit longer, huh?" he crooned but forcefully thrust back into Richie's waiting mouth in contradiction 


to his words. 


Richie fought for control slightly as Jon used his mouth roughly. He thanked all the gods, goddesses and 
multiple deities that his lung capacity was allowing him to hold his breath for so long. He didn't want to break a 
rule just yet but his hands were becoming restless behind his back. He laid them on his own ass cheeks in a 
caress, his fingers eventually brushing over the base of the silicone plug. He shivered at the sensation of that 


slight touch. 


The hand that was in his hair pulled a little tighter as Jon pulled out again "Whatcha doing back there, baby?" 
he asked. 


"Getting bored with this," he replied, knowing that his insolence would provoke Jon a little more. "If you let me 


use my hands, | could rub your balls and put a finger inside you," Richie reasoned. "Sir." Jon always seemed to 


like what Richie did with his hands, especially in the bedroom, so he didn't get the hands-behind-the-back logic. 


"As heavenly as that sounds," Jon sighed, releasing Richie's hair to cup his face, "lve got a better plan. Get 
up!" 


Richie rolled his eyes blatantly as he played the game his own way. He could see in Jon's face when he threw 
him off kilter, since Jon's tells were so familiar to him now. He stood in front of Jon staring him down for a 


moment until a brief smirk flew across Jon's mouth, gone as quickly as it came. 
"Bedroom! Now!" Jon snarled, teeth bared. "You want to play with your plug so much, don'tcha baby?" 
"Meh," Richie shrugged. "I'd rather play with you. Jon" He wondered how far he could push Jon. 


‘Mmm, see | don't think you deserve to play now after your defiance," Jon scolded, pushing Richie in front of 
him as they walked through the house to the bedroom. "So l'm sending you to your room in punishment. 
You've been a bad, bad boy." Jon seemed to struggle over the last sentence, his breath hitching toward the 


end. 
"So | get to stay in here and play with my toys?" Richie chuckled. 
"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" Jon said, "You won't be able to touch- anything." 


Richie walked into the bedroom that had been transformed somehow since he'd left it earlier this morning. The 
curtains had been drawn, the lights turned low. The bed had been stripped of everything except the bottom 
sheet and one pillow. In the middle of the bed was the soft leather blindfold and the gag. The restraints were 
already set up on the corners of the bed. The force of what Jon had planned hit Richie squarely in the 


stomach just as much as last night's sucker punch. 


Jon grabbed the blindfold and gag from the bed and held them up in front of Richie's face. "Now this," he 
swung the gag slightly, "will shut your sassy mouth and stop your impertinent comments. Before | put this on, 


is there anything you'd like to say?" 

"Yeah," Richie smirked, "Fuck you!" 

"Tsk tsk Rich," Jon grinned, "Such a poor choice of words. Open up!" 

Richie licked his lips and opened his mouth slightly. His jaw was forced open further as Jon fixed the fastening 
behind his head. He flexed his mouth and jaw to see how much room he had to move. There wasn't much. He 
cocked a questioning eyebrow in Jon's direction At this point he could have just reached up and undone it 


himself, but he'd play along. 


"Get on the bed, baby," Jon purred as he pushed him between the shoulders, tipping him forward. 


Richie lay down, making sure he got comfortable quickly. Jon got on the bed beside him and straddled him, 
sitting on his thighs. He trailed the blindfold over Richie's chest and belly in feather light sweeps. 


"You wanted to get your hands on yourself so bad, baby," Jon purred, "when | told you no touching. You won't 


be able to touch yourself now, or me for that matter, as punishment.” 


Jon trailed it down his left arm before grabbing his wrist and guiding his arm up beside his head, leaning 
forward to strap it securely with the restraint that was like a coiled snake ready to strike. He repeated the 


process on the other side. 


Richie's eyes never left Jon's face, noting the slight sheen across his brow and the way he nibbled at his 
bottom lip. Jon was really getting into this. He groaned and his cock surged at the thought which earned him a 
lascivious look as Jon moved down his legs and secured them both. He was spread across the bed totally 


exposed and vulnerable. 
"Now lift your head, baby," Jon said after he'd walked up the bed to sit at Richie head. 


Jon's thighs were spread out on either side of Richie's head so that all he could see when he looked up was his 
cock and face. Richie's mouth watered and his tongue moved restlessly against the rubber between his teeth. 
He groaned again, but this time in frustration as Jon slipped the soft leather over his eyes and fixed the 
velcro closed. An idle thought brushed through his mind that having velcro was more comfortable than lying 
on a knot of leather as his sight became black. He felt Jon move from the bed 


"Mmm-mmm Rich," Jon purred from somewhere to his left. "You look so fucking hot all tied up like this." 


Richie pulled at his restraints, testing their limits, finding that Jon had done a good job. A thrill of the unknown 
pulsed through him. He knew that he was safe in Jon's hands but the visceral feeling of being helpless and at 


someone's mercy was unexpected. 


He jumped when he heard Jon's voice at his right ear. "Now you're going to lie here and behave yourself, baby, 
while | go clean up outside." He shivered violently when Jon's hot tongue unexpectedly traced the shell of his 
ear. "Before | go, do you need to use your safe word, baby?" Jon said in his left ear. How the fuck did he get 
there so quickly? He took a mental inventory of himself and deciding he was alright, he shook his head. 


"Okay then," Jon said further away than before. Richie cursed the soft carpet that masked any sound. "Oh and 
Ill leave you with this," Richie groaned low in his throat when he felt the vibe start up in his ass. "Don't waste 
a drop, Rich, it's all mine, you understand?" 


Then there was silence apart from the buzzing in his ass that was reverberating up through his body and the 
mattress below. He fought against the waves of pleasure coursing through him. He pulled at his tethers but 
that just made him move against the plug harder. He breathed hard, nostril flaring and cock throbbing as he 
willed himself to calm down. 


Minutes ticked by and he tried distracting his mind with thoughts of math problems and bad song lyrics that 
annoyed him. He swore minutes had turned into hours as his mind whirled and bounced from one to another. 
Wait! Did he just hear something? Or was it his mind starting to play tricks on him now? Ooh now he was 
imagining touches, maddening little swipes here and there over his body. He whimpered around the ball as each 
little tickle-like touch landed on his body. He thought he heard a soft chuckle from somewhere near his feet. 


His body twitched with muscle misfires all over the place. 


The buzzing was becoming almost unbearable and his cock was unbelievably hard as a pool of precum formed 
on his belly below the tip. He yelped suddenly when a cold drizzle started at his balls and slowly worked up to 


the head of his cock. He felt like he was being decorated like a cake as the drizzles went from side to side. 


"Good boy Richie," Jon murmured as his hand wrapped around Richie cock, slowly working the lube all over. 
"You controlled yourself well. | was only gone for maybe I5 minutes? | think you deserve a reward for such 


good behaviour." Jon's voice was low and melodious as he spoke, his hand stroking Richie slowly. "Turn your 


head, baby." 


Richie did as he was told and he felt the ball gag being unbuckled from behind his head. He gasped for a lungful 
of air as soon as Jon had pulled it from his mouth. "Damn it Jonny, please." He was so relieved that he could 


speak again; he really enjoyed their dirty talk 

"Please what baby?" Jon said as Richie felt him straddle his torso 
‘Let me see youl" Richie groaned, "Let me fuck youl" 

"Not just yet, Rich," Jon said. 


‘Seriously it will only take me one minute!" Richie felt the heat from Jon's entrance against the head of his 


penis just before he slipped in. 
"Hal | hope not," Jon chuckled 


"Sweet Jesus, Jonny," Richie cried. "Let me see your face, please?" He wouldn't mind seeing his body either; he 


was sure his lover was naked and glistening. 


His pleas were cut short when Jon's mouth claimed his in a searing kiss. His tongue slipped through to dance a 
tango with Richie's as he lowered himself onto Richie's penis. As Jon's lips slid over Richie's, nipping and 
suckling, he pulled the blindfold off. Richie was greeted with the lust filled blue orbs for a brief moment before 
being totally lost in Jon's kisses. Jon braced himself on Richie's chest and pushed down into a seated position, 
impaling himself completely and dropping his head back, his mouth falling open. 


Just as they were both starting to relax into a rhythm, a shrill sound came from the side table. 


"That's your phone, Rich," Jon said, a wicked smile on his face. 

"Fuck the phone, Jonny," Richie groaned, totally focused on their lovemaking. 

"No, | don't think so," Jon grinned and leaned over to snatch it up. "Oh!" he exclaimed when he saw who it was. 
"Hiya Lema," Jon grinned. "Whatcha callin’ Richie's phone for?" 

Richie could only hear one side of the conversation. He wasn't too perturbed yet since Jon was still riding him 
nice and slow, and that was what he was interested in at the moment. He groaned a little too loudly when Jon 
idly pinched one of his nipples as he talked to Dave. 

"Richie? Yeah, he's a little, ah," Jon smirked, "tied up at the moment. You want to talk to him?" 


Richie shook his head violently. Jon lowered the phone a little so Richie could hear David's side. 


"So | just called to tell you that Paul is sending the jet over in a few days, ready for you to board on Saturday 


morning in Brisbane." David said. "He said not to miss the takeoff window." 
Richie gasped as Jon gripped his cock with his ass as he pulled up. 
"Thanks Lema," Jon said a little breathlessly, "Tell Paul, ahh geez, mmm, tell Paul thanks too.” 


Richie couldn't help but groan as Jon pushed back down, the sight of the glans ring sparkling in front of his 
face. He pulled on his arms to try and free them. "Let me go, Jon," Richie growled. 


"What's going on Jon?" David asked, worry tinged his words. "Are you two alright? What have you been up to?" 


Uh, we're trying out different sexual positions and experimenting with sex toys, Richie thought. He almost 


laughed out loud. 


"Yeah, yeah," Jon said distractedly, "We'll be there, Davey. It's been a great vacation Very educational and 
enlightening." Jon wasn't kidding. 


"Are you sure you two aren't killing each other?" David asked after Richie grunted in frustration again. "You've 


been alone together for a long time." 
"Say goodbye David!" Richie said loudly. "Gotta go, man!" 
Jon had leaned forward and released Richie's arms, so he immediately reached for the phone. He pulled it from 


Jon's hand and threw it down on the bed before reaching up to Jon's head and pulling him down, sinking his 


fingers into his hair as his mouth devoured Jon's. 


‘Kill the vibe, baby, please," Richie muttered over Jon's lips, "I'm about to blow and | don't want to shoot the 
top of your head off" 


"Damn it Rich," Jon replied, "I'm surprised you lasted as long as you did." He grappled for the remote and hit 
the kill switch. 


Richie exhaled in relief. "Thank god! Now where were we?" 


"You were fucking the shit out of mel” Jon helpfully reminded him. He reached down Richie's legs and released 
his ankles also. 


"Yes! Yes | was! Now ride me baby, ride me hard!" Richie groaned uncontrollably, his nails biting into Jon's skin 
on his hips. 


"Oh Richie yes!" Jon cried out when Richie thrust up forcefully into Jon. 


They lost themselves in each other as they fulfilled the end of their fantasy play, neither of them hearing the 
familiar yet shocked voice shouting from across the ocean trying to tell them that he was still on the line and 
could hear everything. By the time they'd recovered and started to tidy up the bedroom, they found Richie's 
phone at the foot of the bed buzzing with the dial tone. 


The First Step Home 


Author's Notes: 
A smut filled extravaganza chapter-you have been warned ;) 


Jon and Richie spent the rest of the afternoon in each other's arms, kissing, snuggling and making love over 
and over again. They naturally moved from room to room during the day, never wanting To be more than an 


arm's reach from each other. 


Jon lavished Richie with attention after he complained of being a little sore when Jon removed the plug after 
their play session in the bedroom after breakfast. "Just a little too long, too soon, baby," Jon crooned after 
he'd gently coaxed it free. "I'm sorry | didn't pay enough attention to the timing.’ 


"I think we were a little preoccupied, Jonny," Richie replied with a chuckle. "I'll survive. It'll be a good excuse to 
use the tub one last time tonight” He pulled a concerned and contrite Jon into his arms and distracted him 


back into good humour with long lazy kisses. 


"Hmm good point," he mumbled against Richie's mouth. They lay on the bed, legs entwined as they kissed, and 


eventually dozed off after the strenuous morning. 


They tidied the house as they packed their belongings, ready for the next leg of their journey, the one that 
would take them home and back to their real life again. 


"l'm gonna miss this place," Jon commented at one stage during the afternoon. 
"Me too," Richie nodded. "Maybe we can come back here next time we're touring?" 


Or maybe if this thing between us works, I'll build you your own place, baby, he thought to himself. He 
managed to take photos and do quick sketches and tuck them away in his bag for the possible future. He knew 
the perfect spot for it too and planned on contacting his lawyers as soon as he got home. If nothing else, the 
land would add to his property portfolio. 


As they were cleaning and packing their new toys, Richie found the game cards that came with the blindfold 
and ties. He slit open the plastic wrap and pulled the cards from their cover and started shuffling through 
them to see what they looked like. 


There were some pretty normal things like ‘Tell your partner your dirtiest fantasy’ or ‘the most public place 
you've ever had sex’, position or action cards where you had to give massages or act out a sex act, and cards 
like erection racing or giving head after sucking on an ice cube or dual blow jobs where there were two givers 


and one receiver. He placed some interesting ones to the side. 


"Whatcha doing, babe?" Jon asked as he came up behind him, caressing his back and kissing his shoulder. 

| found the cards so | thought I'd take a look," he replied as he worked his way through them. 

"What are these then?" Jon asked picking up the separate pile. 

"Oh those are the ones that sound interesting," Richie smirked. "I think we should investigate them further.” 


"Hmm | think we can do that," Jon agreed and hip checked Richie when he found a particularly intriguing one. 


"What about this one?" 
Richie looked at the card he held. "Well we can't do that here, can we?" Richie blinked at him. 


"Well no, but we're going home to the dead of the winter, babe," Jon reasoned. "I'm sure it'll be snowing when 


we get there, then we'll just find somewhere to fuck around in the snow." 


"As long as neither of us get frostbite or the flu or something, Richie snickered, "then I'm game! But in the 


meantime, shall we try a few of these today?" 
"You could never get frostbite Richie," Jon grinned, "coz you're so hot!" 


Richie guffawed. "You're so cheesy, honey! Is there a card for that?" He put his pile of cards down and took 
the others from Jon's hand and pulled him in close, bumping his nose against Jon's, teasing him before finding 


his mouth ready and waiting. 


They played and experimented as the afternoon wore on, stopping only for water to replenish their fluids, 
especially after the erection race. Since Richie won, Jon made a late lunch/early dinner for the two of them 


while downing numerous glasses of chilled wine. 


The sky had turned a deep purple for their last night, the stars sprinkled across the wide expanse of sky, the 
lull of the ocean becoming the backbeat to their sighs and moans. 


A very tired and slightly drunk Jon offered to run the bath outside after their last round of gentle sex in the 
living room. Giggling as he added the bubble bath, Jon did his best not to fall in. "Richie! It's ready!" 


Richie came out, equally as unsteady, bearing the wine and a few snacks and placed them on the deck beside 
the tub. He couldn't wipe the smile from his face. He hadn't had this much sex in years but the thing that 
made today so much better was that he was with Jon He couldn't believe it but the familiar tingle sizzled 
through him again just at the mental picture of Jon in the living room not more than half an hour ago: face 
flushed, eyes dark and glazed with desire, panting hard and biting on his bottom lip as Richie gently thrust into 


him on the couch. 


"Are you gonna join me, babe?" Richie sank down into the warm soothing water. 


‘lm enjoying watching you but | could" He eventually slipped in and Richie gathered him back against his chest, 
sighing contentedly. 


"Does your ass feel better?" Jon asked quietly. 


"Yeah, yeah it does," Richie replied He swept the wet strands from Jon's neck and nuzzled from his ear to his 
shoulder, tasting and licking each freckle with just the tip of his tongue. 


Jon sighed in happiness and linked their fingers together beneath the water. "I'm glad. l'm sorry | let you go for 
so long, baby," Jon apologised again. 


Richie chuckled to himself as it was probably the gazillionth time Jon had offered those same words 
throughout the day. 


"Mmm feels so good, Rich," Jon sighed dreamily. "I'm so glad you agreed to run away with me." 


"Me too, baby, me too," Richie murmured against the damp skin at Jon's shoulder. He inhaled and smiled at the 


faint sweetness of mango that seemed to permeate Jon's skin now. 


He settled into the tub a little further as his body finally started to relax in the warm water. He looked up to 
the heavens and silently thanked whoever was up there for giving them both the courage to follow through 
with their feelings, for keeping them safe last night and for finally allaying his fears and doubts. 


Jon flexed and played with their entwined fingers beneath the water as Richie buried his nose into Jon's hair 
and squeezed him tighter. He felt Jon's movements still and his breathing even out. Richie chanced a peek at 
Jon's face and saw that he'd fallen asleep. Smiling, Richie kissed Jon's temple softly, his own eyes drifting closed 
in serenity, not sleeping but happy to be Jon's pillow. He gently extricated his fingers and reached for his wine 
glass as he listened to the soft melodies of the surrounding bush, the waves in the distance and Jon's 
breathing. 


When the water cooled, Richie roused Jon from his rest, making their way inside to dry off. After doing a 
quick shut down of the rest of the house they crawled into the big bed, now devoid of any toys and personal 


items, curling into each other's embrace as sleep took them both. 


The next morning broke way too soon for Richie's liking as he grumbled and buried his head under the covers 
as he tried to go back to sleep. His bladder had other ideas however, and the tossing and turning had made 
things worse. With a sigh, he slipped from the bed and padded to the bathroom to silence Mother Nature's 


insistent nagging. He hadn't even noticed that Jon was wide awake and smiling in amusement at him. 


"Morning baby," Jon said. 


"Ah, fuck!" Richie yelped in surprise as he'd sleepily made his way out from the bathroom. "Jesus, Jonny, you 
scared me. What are you doing awake?" 


"Watching you sleep, Rich," Jon chuckled and moved his arms behind his head as he followed Richie's stumbling 
progress to the bed 


Richie couldn't be bothered walking all the way around to his side of the bed so he climbed in beside Jon and 
with a hip check moved Jon to the middle of the bed. He reached over the snickering Jon, snagging his pillow 
and accidentally-on purpose whacking Jon in the face as he dragged it across. It sent Jon into another fit of 
giggles. Richie cracked an eye open to see the most wonderful sight of Jon's smile, genuinely happy and relaxed, 


his eyes bright and sparkling with fun 
"My grumpy baby," Jon crooned as they both snuggled into their pillows facing each other. 
‘Is way too early to be that cheerful, my playful kitty," Richie mumbled into his pillow. 


‘lm sorry," Jon said, "but I've been watching you toss and turn for a while. | guess you couldn't hold it any 


longer, huh?" 


"Fucking Mother Nature!" he grumbled trying to stay in the sleep zone by keeping his eyes closed, but Jon 


brushing his hair out of his face was too inviting. 


He opened his eyes with a sigh, a smile ghosting over his lips as they lay there communicating with their eyes. 
Jon traced his finger down Richie's nose and over his lips, playing with his bottom one. Richie could feel the 
roughened digit scrape gently across his lip. He took Jon's finger between his lips and flicked his tongue over it. 
He saw the heat in Jon's eyes flare as he sucked on it, drawing it into his mouth further and swirling his 
tongue around it. He found Jon's wrist, wrapping his fingers loosely around it and pulled the finger from his 
mouth. He placed a kiss on the palm of Jon's hand and put it above his heart before leaning over and placing a 
barely there kiss on his lips. 


Their kisses were soft, gentle morning ones that gradually grew in intensity. Richie stopped briefly to take in 
the blonde beside him, his love drunk eyes, his lips moist and swollen from the attention Richie was paying 
them. Richie dipped his head again, sucking that bottom lip into his mouth as Jon sighed softly. Jon's fingers 


curled and released in growing agitation over his heart as their morning drifted lazily away. 


Richie swept a lock of hair away from Jon's face, then trailed his fingers from behind his ear, down his neck 
and back to the small of his back. Jon shivered in response. Richie swirled random patterns softly over the 
sensitive skin of his bare back before scooping Jon's leg up and over his hip, drawing them both closer. The 
both gasped as their well-used genitalia from yesterday's playtime brushed over each other. Richie felt Jon's 


hips start to move as their passion blossomed. 


He soothed his hand slowly up and down Jon's thigh, hoping to gentle him into slowing down. Jon obviously had 
other ideas and slowly dragged his hand from Richie's chest and slipped his fingers around both cocks. Richie 


gasped and pulled from Jon's mouth in surprise. 


"Ah fuck, Jonny,” he said in a hoarse whisper. He looked down between them to see both heads crying slippery 
tears in Jon's grasp. He swallowed heavily at how hot it was and the sizzle that was building slowly. 


"Richie," Jon sighed softly, "I love you so much, baby." 
Richie claimed Jon's mouth again, trying to pour as much love into his kiss as he could. He gently dug his 
fingernails into Jon's ass as he pulled him closer, his own hips bucking slowly into Jon's hand. He groaned when 


he felt Jon's thumb brush over his tip, smearing their combined precum over and around them both. 


Their sighs and gasps rose softly around them as their bodies moved against each other in a rhythm they 
didn't need to think about. 


"Jonny," Richie moaned, "I'm- I'm there, baby. Come with me." 
"Oh yeah babe," Jon breathed. "I'm right with you. Always." 


Richie could feel the heat from Jon's cock through his own skin as they both rocked with the force of their 
combined climax. Thick ropes of creamy fluid covered Jon's hand, their bellies and the sheet beneath them. 
Jon's leg pulled him closer and Richie sank his free hand into Jon's hair and claimed his mouth gently again and 


again as their bodies twitched through the aftershocks. 


Jon moved slightly and held his coated hand between them, chuckling at how messy it was. "Damn baby, you 
been storing all that up overnight?" 


‘Obviously they got used to so much activity yesterday," Richie grinned, "they were hoping for the same 
amount today." He gripped Jon's wrist holding it away from himself when he saw the look of mischief on Jon's 


face. "You can hit the shower first since you're so messy." 


"Aww you don't want to join me, Rich?" Jon pouted prettily as he tried to wrestle his wrist from Richie's vice 
like grasp. 


"Not this time, baby," Richie chuckled as they started to play fight on the bed, ending up in a tangle of limbs 
and hair, breathing coming in little puffs of giggles. 


Richie ended up on Jon as he got the best of him eventually but not coming out of the mock fight unscathed. 
Jon managed to get a nice swipe of his sticky fingers over Richie's chest when he leaned down to claim his 
victory kiss. 


"Ugh, Jonny," he grimaced plucking his hair from the stickiness. 


With a frown he climbed from the bed and scooped Jon up and carried him to the shower. The blonde in his 


arms laughed in surprise as he was manhandled into the cubicle and gently pushed under the spray. They 
washed each other stopping frequently to kiss or tickle and play. Jon left the shower first and after drying off, 
headed to the kitchen to make breakfast. 


Richie took his time getting ready, throwing all the used linens from the bathroom and bedroom into the 
bathtub. He made a cursory sweep of the bathroom, making sure all their belongings were packed before doing 
the same in the bedroom. He hummed to himself as he worked, playing around with melodies that they'd been 


working on during the week. 


He rushed out to the kitchen looking for the notebook as one piece struck his fancy and quickly jotted down 
some notes about it. He turned around to say something to Jon but then he saw him cooking. Richie licked his 


lips as Jon looked over his shoulder at him, smiling. 


"Breakfast will be ready in about five minutes, Rich," he said. "I'm cooking the rest of the bacon and eggs so | 
hope you're hungry." 


"Better turn it down, Jonny," Richie replied. "I want to open my present first.” 
"What present?" Jon looked confused. 
"The one all wrapped in a bow," Richie growled slightly, moving predatorily closer to Jon 


He could pinpoint the moment that the comment made sense to Jon when he saw his Adam's apple bob with a 
heavy swallow, his mouth opened slightly in a silent ‘oh' and his eyes dropped in one of his aroused half-blinks. 
As Richie moved in, Jon fumbled for the knobs and turned down the pans on the stovetop, his gaze never 
dropping from Richie's. 


"Turn around Jonny," Richie commanded. "Let me appreciate my present before | unwrap it" 


After another gulp and slight nod from Jon, Richie pushed against his shoulders turning him to face the 
counter. Richie shifted the hair from the nape of Jon's neck and laid a simple soft kiss at the top of his spine. 
He slowly ran his hands down Jon's arms coming to rest on his forearms feeling the muscles and tendons jump 


beneath his touch. 


Richie continued to cover Jon's shoulders with a multitude of kisses; soft and gentle, slow and open-mouthed, 


licks and nips. He made sure to mix them up so that Jon had no idea what he was going to feel next. 


Jon sighed as Richie trailed his fingers back up Jon's arms to the soft skin at the back of his armpits and 
down his sides, finally resting on his hips. Jon sighed and shivered with the goosebumps that played over his 
skin at Richie's featherlight touch. 


Richie knelt behind him as he pushed Jon forward a little making his way further down Jon's back until he 
reached the fabric cord tied at his waist. Finding the end with his teeth Richie pulled at the cord to unravel 


the bow. 
"Rich-" Jon breathed, unconsciously spreading his legs and leaning his elbows on the countertop. 


‘Oh Jonny, is this present all for me?" Richie asked. He pulled the strings away and let them drop to Jon's sides 


before resuming his wandering hands and mouth. 
"Yes, baby," Jon sighed. "All yours now. Please- unh-" 


Richie gripped Jon's ass in his hands, kneading and spreading, nails biting into the skin just enough for Jon to 


elicit a small gasp. 
"Please what, Jonny?" Richie sat back on his heels, considering his options. 
"Please Rich- touch me," Jon breathed. 


"Where Jon? Tell me, my pretty, where do you want me to touch you?" Richie was fisting his own cock as he 


watched and waited for Jon's answer. 
"Unh- taste me, lick me," Jon said breathlessly, pushing his hips back seeking Richie's hands again 


"Mmm, like this?" Richie leaned forward and took a broad swipe of his tongue over the mound of Jon's right 


ass cheek 
"Ahh- fucking tease, Rich," Jon snickered as he looked back at him through his arm. 


"Oh so that's not what you meant, huh?" Richie smiled. He ran a soothing caress down Jon's leg and back up 


again as he spoke. 

"No! C'mon please," Jon whined. 

Richie chuckled again and continued to run his hands up Jon's legs but this time slipping between them, 
brushing the crease between his leg and sac, watching them contract up and release again. He followed the 
crease of Jon's ass up and back again with featherlight touches of calloused fingertips. He saw Jon's muscles 
twitch in agitation and goosebumps break out in the wake of his fingers. It was like watching a symphony come 
to life in front of his eyes. 


He was roused from his thoughts when Jon's hand reached back and gripped his hair, pulling him closer. 


"Enough appreciating your fucking present, baby," Jon growled. "Time to start playing with it until it almost 
breaks already!" 


Richie laughed at Jon's impatience, his blue eyes sparking with icy fire. Never dropping Jon gaze, he smoothed 


his hands over the plump globes again before gripping them fiercely. Splitting them like a ripe peach, he licked 


his lips in lasciviousness and delved in with purpose. 


Jon gasped loudly as Richie's tongue finally found the sensitive spot. Richie continued his alternating touches on 


Jon's ass, changing between long broad strokes to shorter more concentrated flicks and circles. 


"Ah Jesus- more baby," Jon groaned and pushed back onto Richie's face. "Oh fuck!" he yelped not long after 
that. Richie had dragged his beard over Jon's pinkish skin, causing all kinds of sensations to fire through the 
blonde. 


"Jonny?" Richie questioned as he came up for air, his face slick with his own saliva. He sucked on his own 
fingers, wetting them before gently circling and sliding one into Jon's heat. He worked at loosening Jon gently, 
eventually sliding a second and third finger in and seeking the bundle of nerves with his long fingers. He knew 


exactly when he hit the motherlode. 

"Mmmm," Jon was only capable of a whimper, his legs starting to shake. 

"Yeah baby, that's it," Richie crooned soothingly, his free hand caressing Jon's back and ass in slow wide circles. 
He scanned the kitchen for the lube, finding none and remembering that they'd packed it with the toys. He 
stood awkwardly, his hand never stopping its slow thrusts into Jon and contemplated what to do. His eyes lit 
upon the remainder of the butter and with a small shrug he reached for it. "You ready for me, Jonny?" he 
asked as he scooped out a small portion and smeared it over the fingers of his other hand to work it into Jon. 
"Yesss," Jon hissed, mindless with desire and anticipation. "Want- unh want you now, Rich." 

Richie smoothed the butter left in his hand over himself, mixing with his own lubricant before removing his 
fingers from Jon and lining up with the grasping, greedy hole they left behind. They were going to need another 
shower after this, he thought to himself. 

He slid effortlessly in, Jon's body offering only a slight resistance. "Oh god baby, you're so smooth." He sank 
himself deep into the inferno of Jon's hot body. A brief mental flash of them setting themselves alight with 
the butter and the friction made him chuckle to himself until Jon gripped him and the image shattered. 

"Rich? What- what is that?" Jon asked. 


"Butter- had to use butter," Richie replied, his hips rolling and undulating against Jon. "We packed the lube 
already, baby." 


Jon snorted in amusement. "My man thinking on his feet again." 
Richie smiled and his heart beat a little faster at Jon's claim of ‘my man’ "| do come up with the best ideas." 


"Then get the idea of making both of us come," Jon said, "and make it happen. I'm so close, baby." 


"Shh Jonny," Richie murmured. He thought briefly and scooped Jon's knee up onto the counter making him 
stand on the ball of his other foot, changing the angle of penetration significantly. He knew he'd struck paydirt 
on his next thrust when Jon gasped, drawing in a deep breath and his arm struck out reflexively and knocked a 


bowl onto the floor. 
"Oh shit!" Jon mewled. "Fuck Richie! Again baby!" 


"Yeah?" Richie asked, gathering himself for another strike. He'd felt the patch of nerves, all swollen and ready 
to explode, as his cock head brushed over it again and again. "Just there baby? Is that where you want me?" 
Richie leaned over Jon and breathed hotly. He reached under the apron with his buttery hand and wrapped it 


around Jon's weeping cock, stroking and twisting, timing it to his thrusts. 


"Yeah- yeah Rich!" Jon replied hoarsely. "Oh god baby- ohh ohh- I'm gonna-" He clutched the edge of the 


counter, simultaneously trying to escape the barrage and seeking more. 


"Jesus Jon, yeah that's it baby," Richie murmured as he peppered his back with kisses as Jon's body started 
giving minute signals that his climax was about to break over him. "C'mon Jomny, give it to me baby," Richie 


coaxed. He only needed Jon to let go and he'd be riding the wave of his own orgasm right along with him. 
"Rich-" Jon breathed, groaning as he finally fell into the ecstasy of release. 


Richie felt Jon swell significantly before scalding ropes of hot cum coated his fingers. "Oh yeah, that's my 
baby," Richie whispered right before his vision exploded with shards of light as his orgasm hit. Waves of red 
hot pleasure rolled through his body as he emptied himself into Jon. Richie lowered Jon's leg even though they 
were both still shuddering in passion. The slight change in angle caused another few dollops to fall on Richie's 


hand. 

Richie straightened, laid his clean hand on Jon's back and gave a final few thrusts to empty himself completely, 
his eyes wild with lust. He felt his own legs start to give way, so he gently pulled out of Jon, both whimpering 
at the loss, and slowly sank to the floor, leaning against the cabinets in exhaustion. He reached for Jon and 
pulled him down to cradle him in his lap as they both recovered. 

"I love it when you say my name when you come," Richie praised his lover. 

"l'm surprised | was capable of saying anything," Jon chuckled weakly. 

"Oh shit!" Richie exclaimed and started to move Jon off his lap to stand up. "The eggs!" 

"They're fine, baby," Jon smiled, and clung on harder, snuggling back into Richie, "I turned the heat down. They'll 


be alright for another couple of minutes. Don't worry. You'll get to eat. This apron is ruined though." Jon took 
it off and pointed out the cum stains on it. 


"Oops," Richie said, obviously not sorry at all. 

"Besides we need another shower now, thanks to your butter ideal" Jon pointed out. 

"There was no fucking way | was going to go look for the lube," Richie chuckled, "when your ass was looking 
that delectable. Hey! We should leave all the unused condoms around the place for that real estate dude to 
find. Asshole!" 

"Oh yeah. | forgot about that guy." 


"He was a pussycat in comparison to the other dude!" Richie said, "Baby, | need to move. The tiles are cold" 


"Mm'kay," Jon pouted, "You go shower and I'll fix up breakfast to be ready for you when you come out" Jon 


kissed Richie before he stood up and held his hand for Richie. 

Richie took his hand but took a moment to take in how happy and relaxed Jon looked; naked with a very 
satisfied smile, before he was hauled to his feet. When he was upright and standing chest to chest with Jon, 
he took Jon's mouth with his in a firm kiss and murmured, "I love you baby." 


| know you do," Jon smiled. 


"Hey Jonny, now we've had sex in every room of the house!" Richie smiled Victoriously and danced off to the 


bathroom for his second shower in an hour. "Six for six!" 

"Goofball" Jon laughed after him. 

They showered and ate breakfast, loading the dishwasher together and leaving it to run. Jon guiltily threw the 
apron, and also the sheets and Towels, into the washing machine and turned that on too. They packed their 
belongings into the car and did a final run through of the house, making sure they had everything, sprinkling 


condoms in obscure places and laughing wickedly as they went. 


They stood at the front of the car arm in arm, after locking the front door, staring wistfully at the house 
that they'd grown to love. 


"Are you ready to head toward home, baby?" Jon asked, his head resting on Richie's shoulder. 
"Yeah, yeah | am," Richie sighed, smiling down into Jon's hair. "Let's go, huh? Do you want to drive first?" 


"Sure," Jon held his hand out for the keys. "I figure we drive for as long as possible today and stop overnight?" 


They moved from their embrace and climbed into the car, Jon firing up the engine. 


"Sounds like a plan, Jonny," Richie said, pulling his hat down firmly onto his head. He handed Jon his hat and 
smiled when he felt his stomach flip remembering their time in the mango trees. He also thought of the house 


plans he had tucked in his bag. 


As the car moved out into the afternoon sun and they rolled down the driveway for the final time, Richie 
turned in his seat for one last look. He also saw that Jon was watching it disappear in the rear vision mirror, 


breathing a deep sigh when he finally lost sight of it. 


Richie took his hand and kissed the back of it, holding it in his lap as they turned onto the highway. 


The First Cigarette 


Author's Notes: 
Ms E is disappointed there's no smut in this chapter. Hope everyone enjoys it anyway ;) 


The little red car zipped down the open road heading south along Highway |, the main arterial highway 
circumnavigating the country. They were enjoying the freedom of the road with the top down, the breeze 
whipping around them and the warmth of the sun seeping into their skin. 


They'd driven for about an hour before stopping at Airlie Beach for some snacks and cold drinks. It was 
another stunning coastal town with white sand and crystalline blue water. They made a last minute decision to 


stop for a quick swim as the water looked too inviting. 


Conscious of the long drive ahead of them, there was only enough time for a brief swim to cool down They 
were also finding it hard not to reach for each other in the water as they had done for the past week The 
beach was full of families and fellow travellers, restricting them to light touches beneath the surface of the 


water. 


They spent around half an hour chilling before Richie made the suggestion that they should keep moving south. 
They walked across the hot sand to find a beach shower to wash off the salt and dry off, wrapping their 


towels around their waists before going to the car. 


They changed into dry clothes underneath their towels behind the car. There were a few heads that turned 
their way in appreciation, as their bodies had turned a dark caramel colour and Jon's hair was extra blonde 


from the amount of sun they'd seen in the past week. 


Back out on the highway it was an endless parade of small townships and farms dotted along the tarmac as 


they cruised south. 

It was nearing late afternoon when they hit Mackay, a large town in comparison to Bowen, having to slow to 
city limit speeds as they wound their way through to the next part of the highway. After stopping to change 
drivers, they decided to just push on through to the next major town which was another two to three hours 
drive. As beautiful as the area was, they were kind of getting anxious to get home now and that meant 
heading south for as long as possible. 

"Hey Rich?" Jon caught Richie's attention about half an hour down the road. 

"Yeah?" Richie slid a quick look at Jon before turning his attention back to the road. 


Jon was sitting sideways in his seat facing Richie. "What do you say to wearing the plug and vibe tomorrow 


while | drive?" Jon smiled wickedly, his baby blues peeking out between the rim of his hat and his sunglasses. 
The fingers of his right hand were resting on the back of Richie's seat, tracing random patterns over his 


shoulder. 


Richie shifted in his seat a little at the thought, a flush of heat coursed so quickly through his body that a 
sheen of perspiration popped out on his forehead. He licked his lips and quickly slipped his left hand behind Jon's 
neck and brought their mouths together for a quick but firm kiss, his tongue quickly swiped over Jon's bottom 


lip, reluctantly letting him go to concentrate on the road again 


"Hmm | take it thats a yes then?" Jon grinned and wiped his bottom lip with his thumb as though trying to 


smooth Richie's taste over his lips like a balm. 
"Oh hell yeah!" Richie grinned back at him as he rested his hand on Jon's thigh as he drove one-handed. 
"Bring on tomorrow then, huh?" Jon smiled. 


The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of passing road trains, scenery and the odd stop to stretch legs, 
relieve bladders and make out in the car for a short while. The further south they travelled the more 
populated the roads became and less opportunity to sneak quick kisses as they drove. 


It was pushing nine o'clock when they cruised into Rockhampton, driving through the sleepy city until they 
found a small resort style hotel with vacancies. They checked in to a king room, not caring about what anyone 
thought; they just wanted a shower, a hot meal and sleep. 


Travelling up in the small elevator to the fourth floor, Jon buried his face into Richie's chest for the short 
trip due to the small confines. 


Richie ran his hand soothingly over Jon's back and gently pushed him outside when it came to a shuddering 


halt. He looked at Jon's face, pale beneath the tan and beard 


They walked the nondescript hallway as they had done for years now in countless hotels and resorts and found 
their room quickly. It wasn't five-star quality but it was clean and reasonably spacious. They were only there 
to sleep. 


Jon searched through his bag, finally finding what he was looking for and headed out onto the small balcony. 
Richie noted the pack of cigarettes in his hand and understood that weariness and the ride up in the elevator 
had set Jon's nerves on edge. 


He left him in peace, grabbing the room service menu and quickly made the decision of two burgers with a 


side of chips and a bottle of wine. He rang the order through before going outside to check on Jon 


"Hey, you okay, Jonny?" Richie asked softly before wrapping his arms around his waist from behind and kissing 
his shoulder before resting his chin on it. 


"Yeah, baby," he sighed, releasing the smoke slowly from his lungs. "Just tired, | think. That metal coffin ride 
didn't help any either." A wry smile pulled at his mouth. 


"Ie ordered some food," Richie turned Jon to face him. "Why don't we shower before it arrives? Then we can 


snuggle in bed, watch a movie and eat." 

"Mmm sounds like heaven, Rich," Jon smiled wearily. 

Richie held his hand out for the cigarette, drawing the last of it into his own lungs. Neither of them had felt 
the need to smoke as heavily as they did on tour since they were so relaxed, so the hit of nicotine buzzed 
through him. He stubbed out the cigarette into the plastic ashtray and pulled Jon back in through the door, 
closing it against the heat and the traffic noise below. 


Jon shucked out of his shorts and shirt, leaving them on the floor in a pile and headed to the bathroom. Richie 
dropped his clothes too but grabbed them and Jon's from the floor and threw them onto a chair. 


Jon had started the shower and was standing under the spray when Richie came in behind him. 
"Is there room for two under here?" Richie asked, molding himself to Jon from behind. 


"Just barely!" Jon chuckled as they maneuvered themselves around under the water. "Here, I'll wash your hair 


first. Turn around, baby." 

"Mm'kay," Richie mumbled. 

Jon grabbed the small bottle of hotel shampoo and poured out a large dollop before working it into Richie's 
longer hair that was stiff at the ends with dried salt and sand. Once all the suds were rinsed and the 
conditioner finger-combed through, Richie turned and did the same for Jon. Richie had just finished rinsing 


Jon's hair when a knock on the door announced their room service delivery. 


"Just a minute," Richie yelled over the shower, and grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his hips to answer 


the knock, closing the bathroom door behind him. 


He opened the door and indicated where to put the tray and ice bucket. He signed the docket and closed and 
locked the door. Jon had turned off the shower and walked out of the bathroom in his towel too. 


"He's gone," Richie said, reading Jon's brief flick of eyes around the room, "Here. Come eat, Jonny.” 


"Throw me your towel, Rich," Jon said, holding his hand out. "I'll put them in the bathroom so we don't get the 
bed damp." 


"You just want me naked, don'tcha?" Richie chuckled. "Admit it." 


"Baby, | think you're safe," Jon said. "I'm really feeling tired tonight. I'm sorry.’ 


Richie climbed onto the bed with the tray of food after pouring two glasses of wine. "Don't ever apologise, 
Jonny, for taking some time for yourself. I'll never hold that against you, baby." He indicated to the bed with 


his chin and said, "Now grab the wine glasses and sit and eat." 


Richie found the remote for the TV and channel surfed while they ate, finally finding an old comedy to watch. 
It was close to midnight when they'd finished the movie, wine and food, and Richie, making sure the lock had 
been disengaged, took a chance and placed the tray and ice bucket outside the room without dressing while Jon 
was cleaning his teeth. 


Jon stuck around in the bathroom as Richie cleaned his own teeth. It was a habit Richie had gotten used to 
over the past week, as though Jon didn't want to let him out of his sight for some reason. He rinsed and 
grabbed a drink of water as Jon turned out the light and they both crawled zombie-like into the unfamiliar 
bed. 


Jon cuddled into Richie, which seemed to be the preferred way as Jon's chest hair was too ticklish for Richie's 
nose. They'd found this out one night when Richie woke up sneezing. 


The next morning, Richie woke up first for a change. He left the bed as quietly as possible, went to the 
bathroom before rifling through their bags looking for the plugs and lube. He could only find the larger two and 
the vibe. He mentally shrugged and climbed back into bed. 

He lay there watching Jon and thought about how the years just melted away from Jon when he was sleeping. 
He looked as young as when they first met. Richie gently brushed a lock of hair away from Jon's face, tucked 
it behind his ear, and softly ran his finger around the shell and down Jon's bearded jawline. 

It must have tickled him slightly, as Jon started to stir not long after. Jon brought his hand up to swipe at 
what was tickling him. His fingers curled around Richie's hand and his eyes opened sleepily. "Hey you," Jon 
mumbled. 

"Hey yourself, baby," Richie smiled. "I'm sorry | didn't mean to wake you." 

"S'okay," he said He yawned and stretched hard, groaning when joints popped and muscles loosened. 

| guess you slept well, huh?" Richie chuckled at Jon's musical bones. 

"Yeah, | don't think | moved all night," Jon smiled swiping the grit from his eyes, "What time is it?" 


"Ah, its-" Richie rolled over to look at the digital display beside him, "It's just going on Bam." 


"Good thing we paid for the late check-out, huh?" Jon said, stretching again before reaching for his pack of 


cigarettes. "Do they have coffee in here, | wonder?" he asked as he struck the flint on the lighter. He got up 


and searched for a pair of shorts before wandering into the bathroom and relieving himself. 


Richie lay on his back still in bed, smiling and watching Jon fluff around looking for coffee, his shorts still in his 
hand and not on his body. 


"Ugh only instant shit," Jon's lip curled in disgust and he stalked to the phone to call room service. He ordered 
a large pot of coffee and two full breakfasts. He started to hang up the phone when Richie wrapped his arm 
around Jon's legs and hauled him back into bed. 

Jon let out a surprised squeak and held the cigarette up so neither of them got burned. 

"You done now, Jonny?" Richie smiled. 


"Yeah, | guess, why?" Jon asked. 


"Good! Then | can do this," Richie said. He cupped the back of Jon's head and drew him in for a lazy morning 
kiss. When he finally loosened his hold and they separated reluctantly, Richie said, "Good morning, baby." 


"Mmm back at you, Rich," Jon's tongue darted out to swipe at his lips, tasting Richie over his. 


"Are you planning on putting those shorts on at any stage today?" Richie chuckled, holding Jon's hand up, 
shorts still firmly in his grasp. 


| don't want to," Jon chuckled also. "Clothes feel weird now. But | think we'd get arrested for driving naked 
down the highway." 


"More than likely," Richie grinned and motioned for Jon to sit up. He sat up himself and took a drag of cigarette 
when Jon offered it to him. 


He stood up and went to the sliding door and opened it to let the smoke dissipate from the room, considering 


there were no smoking notices scattered around. 
"| see you've been getting ready for today, Stud?" Jon smiled and slid his eyes to the top of his luggage. 


"Yeah, | wanted to be ready, you know?" Richie said then continued with, "Where's the smaller two plugs? | 


couldn't find them anywhere." 


"Oh shit!" Jon laughed and slapped his hand over his face. "| put them in the dishwasher to clean. | guess | 
forgot about them." 


"Oh Jonny!" Richie laughed. "The cleaners are going to have a surprise when they empty it!" 


"Serves the fucker, right!" Jon said. "Butt plugs and condoms. Remind me to cancel that card so he can't 


charge me for any extra cleaning.” 


They were still laughing when the knock at the door announced that room service had arrived. They quickly 
pulled their shorts on and Jon moved out onto the balcony to extinguish his cigarette. Richie opened the door 
and as he did last night, signed the docket and closed the door behind the retreating employee. 


Jon pounced on the coffee pot as though his life depended on it, poured them both a large cup before taking 
the lids off their breakfasts. They ate with healthy appetites, quickly clearing their plates and finishing the 


coffee. 


"Why don't you go have a shower, Rich," Jon suggested after the end of his coffee. "Go get yourself loosened 
up a little, and I'll put your plug in. I'll put the dishes outside and meet you in there soon" Sitting in his chair 


with a smug smile on his face, his fingers steepled in front of his face as his elbows leaned on the table. 


Richie almost choked on the last of his coffee as he felt the familiar heat curl low in his belly and sparks of 
electricity bite in random spots under his skin. He placed the cup carefully back onto the table and wiped his 
mouth with the paper napkin, balling it up and throwing it on his plate when he'd finished. 


He was deliberately taking his time, savouring the thrills coursing through him. He saw Jon cock his eyebrow 
questioningly at him before conceding, "As you wish. Sir." Richie said, slightly bowing his head in Jon's direction. 


The Third From The End 
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He stood and started on his way to the bathroom when Jon grabbed his wrist on the way past. "You're such a 
brat, babe," Jon grinned, "but god how | love youl" he said kissing the inside of Richie's wrist, right over the 
erratically bounding pulse point. 


"I love you too, kitty," Richie replied and winked as he ruffled Jon's hair, just behind his ear. 


"Get outta here," Jon laughed, "Just remember who has the remote control today." Jon let go of his wrist and 
swatted Richie on the ass. 


"Ooh l'm scared," Richie said, dropped his shorts and wiggled his ass at Jon, stepping just out of reach before 


Jon could smack him again. 


Walking into the small bathroom, he reached over the tub and started the shower, waiting for the right 
temperature before getting in. He let the warm spray drench his hair and cascade down over his body. He 
started humming random tunes to himself as he reached for the shower gel. Pouring a generous dollop into his 
hand, he slowly worked the gel down over his body taking his time to relax and feel his hands caress his body 
in the places he knew were his triggers as he worked the gel into bubbles. 


Down over his chest, brushing lightly over his nipples, they puckered hard, his cock bouncing in time with each 
touch and pull. His humming became more breathy the more he retreated into his head. Sighs escaped his lips 
as his hands moved further down his body, over his abs, following the hollows of muscle definition. He'll never 
be as cut as Jon, but the past week of constant sex and swimming had worked his abs into firm plains. His 
fingers danced through his pubes, the bubbles clinging to the coarse hair as he studiously avoided his aching 
cock for the moment. He reached between his legs and cupped his heavy sac in his hand, rolling his balls 
against each other and up against his body. 


Somewhere in the recess of his consciousness, he heard Jon wrestle the breakfast trays out the door before 
sliding the lock home, keeping the outside world at bay for the moment. He'd propped his leg up on the edge of 
the bathtub, leaning up against the wall, and had just started working at his ass when he heard an appreciative 
moan from the bathroom door, "Yeah baby, just like that.” 


Richie chose to ignore him and continued to work his fingers, stretching himself to the best of his ability given 
the surroundings. He was dimly aware of Jon moving around in the small bathroom, gathering items and laying 
them on the vanity. Richie was sliding his three fingers in and out of his ass with abandon when he felt Jon's 


presence next to him in the shower. 


"That's enough, babe," Jon said hotly against his ear. "So fucking hot to watch you finger fuck yourself" He 


trailed his fingers over Richie's torso, teasing him, gradually working his way to arm pumping. 


Richie felt Jon's hand grasp his wrist firmly and gently pull his hand away from his ass. He mewled in protest. 
Jon silenced him with a kiss, swallowing Richie gasp as his hand wrapped firmly around Richie's aching cock, 
stroking him with a sure hand. Jon braced his hand against the wall under Richie's arm and a leg between his 
shaking legs. 


Richie wrapped his arm around Jon's neck trying to stay upright as his legs shook more and more violently 
with each stroke Jon administered He felt his climax curling around his spine and pooling heavily in the pit of 
his stomach. Jon's tongue was stroking against his, keeping in time with his hand, lips sliding wetly against each 
other. Richie felt the familiar bump of Jon's eager cock against his hip as they stood in the cooling shower. 


Jon wrenched his mouth away from Richie's unexpectedly, Richie searching for him, panting heavily. "Yesss, 
baby," Jon whispered against his jawline, as his hand twisted and tugged at Richie's flesh almost violently, 
"That's it, Rich. Come for me, babe." 


Richie's vision narrowed before exploding into a million pieces as his orgasm took him to ecstasy. His mouth 
started to open into a scream when Jon promptly smashed his mouth against Richie's, successfully silencing 


him as thick creamy ropes of hot cum covered Jon's hand. 


Jon's mouth left his again and he was abruptly turned around, Jon placing Richie's hands against the wall and 
turning the shower off, almost wrenching the taps from the wall before sinking himself into Richie's grasping 


ass. After only a few short, inconsistent thrusts, he came hard inside Richie with an unmuffled curse. 


Jon leaned against Richie's back as they recovered, Jon pressing lazy kisses where he could before gently 
pulling free. He turned to the items on the vanity and grabbed the already lubed plug and knelt down behind 
Richie. "Stay there, baby," Jon calmed Richie with lazy caresses over the small of his back and ass, "Fuck- 
you're so ready for this," and started to gently work the plug inside. 


Richie felt himself start to harden again as Jon slowly pushed the cold silicone into him, the lube and Jon's 
cum helping it slip in easily. He groaned when he felt it pop into place. 


Jon dropped small soothing kisses over his ass cheeks, his tongue darting out to taste. "You know, Rich baby," 
Jon murmured, "I'm gonna be hard all day knowing you've got my load inside you." He bit the vulnerable flesh 


beside the silicone end, sucking it between his teeth leaving a bruise to blossom quickly. 


Richie's knees buckled again, but he caught himself in time. "Jonny, help me,” Richie moaned, "I don't think my 


legs will last much longer." 


"Okay baby, I'm right here," Jon soothed, “Just let me get out of here first, then I'll help you. Can you lean on 
the wall until then?" 


"Uh huh," Richie managed. He rested his head against his arm and watched Jon exit the tub and reach for 
clean towels, placing them close by before holding his hand out to him, gripping Richie's arm securely and 
helping him from the shower. He gingerly sat on the toilet lid as Jon knelt in front of him and started to dry 
him off. 


"Are you okay, Rich?" Jon asked, concern in his blue eyes. 


Richie reached out to cup Jon's cheek, making sure he was looking at him and said, "Nothing like mind-blowing 


sex first thing in the morning to make the knees weak. I'm fine, baby, honestly.” 


Jon stretched up to kiss him. He stood to tackle Richie's hair, straddling him as he sat on the toilet. Richie 
wrapped his arms around Jon but he couldn't resist blowing a big fat raspberry on his belly to lighten the 


mood a little. 


Jon yelped in surprise before breaking out into a fit of giggles. He'd grabbed a fistful of Richie's damp hair and 
forced his head back gently. "You're so going to pay for that, babe," Jon grinned. 


| sure hope so," Richie smiled. "What's say we get dressed and get going, huh?" 


"Good idea," Jon smiled, nodded and stepped backward, throwing the towels into the bathtub. They grabbed their 
belongings from the bathroom, finished getting dressed and packed their bags. 


Within the half hour, they'd settled the bill and stored their bags back into the little car. Jon climbed into the 
driver's seat as Richie was getting himself settled, and hit the first button on the remote making Richie grasp 
the seatbelt mid pull. 


Richie could only make some kind of unintelligible sound as the vibration hit. He turned his gaze to Jon, his grin 


the perfect mix of amusement and sheer wickedness. 


"Payback's a bitch, huh, Rich?" Jon chuckled. He killed the vibe but started the car engine and pulled out of the 
carpark and found their way back onto the southbound highway. 


As they drove south they passed through coastal town after coastal town, each as equally stunning as the 
previous one. They drove through Agnes Waters and the Town of ITTO, so named after the year Captain Cook 
made his second landing on Australian soil, before moving on to Bundaberg, another large regional city and the 
home to the world famous Bundaberg Rum. 


They saw the signs and decided to stop, tagging onto a tour of the Distillery. Richie was wandering ahead of 
Jon at one stage, when Jon buzzed him. He almost tripped over his own feet in surprise before he heard a 
wicked chuckle come from behind him. He shot Jon a pleading look as he straightened and waited for Jon to 
stroll up to him. 


"Really? Here?" Richie murmured under his breath at his lover. 
"Uh huh," Jon grinned back, "You're mine today, babe, remember?" Jon put his arm around Richie's neck as 


they followed the rest of the tour group into the tasting room. "You're doing really good, babe," Jon whispered, 
‘ll reward you later. Now go try some of this rum. I'll drive for the rest of the day.’ 


Before they left the tasting room they organised for gift packs to be shipped home for themselves and the 
rest of the guys. As they were talking to the tour guide, they found that it was whale watching season in the 
region and that they should drive to Hervey Bay, about two hours further down the highway. 


"You should see if you can grab a couple of spots on a day cruise at last minute, you won't regret it. The 


sheer size of the whales we get here is mind blowing.” 


"Thanks for the tip, dude," Richie said as he lounged on the counter near the register. "We might just do that. 
What do you think, Jonny?" 


"Sure," Jon agreed in general before pointedly looking at Richie and saying, "We should see if we can find a room 


too, since I've been driving all day" 

Richie's eyes narrowed as he felt the buzz start. The way he was standing had forced the tip of the vibe up 
against his prostate. He dropped his head against his arm on the counter as he rode out the waves of pleasure 
coursing through him. 


"Is he okay?" the guide asked Jon. 


"Yeah, it's been a big day," Jon replied, "We're tired from the drive, so | think we'll take your advice and head 
to Hervey Bay and find somewhere for the night. Right, Rich?" 


The vibe stopped and Richie released his breath and wiped the sheen of sweat from his forehead. 

"Yeah- yeah, | think that's the way to go," Richie stammered. He thanked the guide and started for the door, 
walking gingerly as the vibe had stimulated his prostate enough for the plug to be rubbing against it now as he 
walked. 

Jon quickly followed him and unlocked the car to allow Richie to carefully climb in, trying to find some kind of 
comfortable position to sit. It was almost impossible but when he did, he groaned in relief. His shorts were 
painfully restrictive at the moment and he palmed his cock impatiently. 

"Oh baby, l'm sorry," Jon said, sounding truly contrite. 


"Always when the car is parked at the other side of the lot, Jonny," Richie grumbled. 


"You did so well though," Jon replied. "So well in fact that | think you should have a two part reward." 


"Keep talking," Richie breathed heavily, his hand still worrying his crotch. 


"How about you get a reward right here, right now?" Jon said, trailing his own fingers up and down Richie's 


length. "Then tonight you get to do whatever you want to me?" 


"What do you have in mind for now?" Richie slid him a sideways glance as his head dropped to the side as he 
relished Jon's touch. 


"How about you unleash the beast-" Jon licked his lips, "and find out" 

Richie looked around the parking lot quickly, noting there were no other cars in their immediate vicinity, before 
popping the clasp on his shorts and ripping open the velcro. He reclined his seat and shifted his body toward 
the window slightly. His heated gaze took in the way Jon's mouth smiled wickedly before his tongue darted out 
to wet his lips. Richie reached to tangle his hands in Jon's hair and push his head down to his lap. He gasped 
when Jon's mouth enclosed around him, his tongue swirling around the head. 

"Ah Jonny," Richie breathed, "damn, baby, that feels amazing." He set the pace for Jon, gently guiding his head 
up and down, holding him down for as long as he could without hurting him. His hips started to rock, creating a 
tsunami of pleasure as it forced the plug to brush over his internal walls time and time again. 

"Damn it, Jonny," Richie murmured, "I'm gonna cum, baby." He felt Jon's mouth seal more firmly around the 
base of his cock in response to his words, as Richie felt his climax crash through him. As he emptied himself 


into Jon's mouth, the blonde suckled him, completely draining him. 


Jon lapped at any stray droplets, before kissing Richie's deflating cock, tucking it back into his shorts and wiping 
his mouth. 


"I can't tell you how awesome it feels to come while I'm wearing that plug," Richie confessed. He slumped 


against his seat and tried not to pass out. 
"Feel better, baby?" Jon asked. 


"Oh my little kitty cat," Richie smiled. "I feel incredible" He watched Jon preen himself, licking his lips and wiping 
at his face with the back of his hand. 


"Mmm, your kitty likes his cream, baby," Jon all but purred with a smile. 
"God | love you so much, Jonny," Richie murmured softly, earning another smile from Jon. 
‘| love you too, babe," Jon said. "Shall we head to that bay and find a place to stay for the night?" 


"What about you though?" Richie asked, indicating with his gaze at Jon's tented shorts as his hands were busy 


redressing himself and setting his seat right. 


‘Im fine, honestly!" Jon said as he started the car and checked before reversing out of the car park "Consider 


it self inflicted punishment for pushing you too far just now." 


A chuckle broke free from Richie's throat a moment later. "You know, | can't remember the last time | got a 
blow job like that in a car, in a parking lot, in daylight hours. | mean, fuck, what are we? Sixteen again? 


Hormones raging, can't wait to get back to whatever room you can find at the time?" 


"I know, right?" Jon chuckled, "But that's what you do to me, Rich. Get me so hot and bothered that | can't 
think straight. Then look where that gets me?" He shifted in his seat pointedly. "I ain't complaining though." 


The southbound drive to their next stop was a brief two hours and by the time they located a small boutique 
hotel their bodies had relaxed enough for Richie to be able to walk into the office and check-in without tented 


shorts. 


The First Pet 
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Richie came back to the car swinging a room key. "We're around the back away from the street,” he said, "H's 


away from the other guests too.” 


Richie stopped dead when he saw that Jon was wearing his Bad Kitty collar and a wicked gleam. Holy fuck, that 


sight was enough to make a nun renounce religion. 
"Well hello there kitty," Richie chuckled and carded his fingers into Jon's hair near his ear and scratched gently. 
"Meow, baby," Jon replied, leaning into Richie's hand. 


He put the car in gear and drove around the edge of the building, pulling up in front of their room. They 
grabbed their bags and tumbled through the door in haste. 


Jon hung the "Do Not Disturb" sign moments before Richie grabbed him by the shoulders and pushed him up 
against the door, smashing their mouths together in a heated kiss. Their hands scrabbled at each other's 
clothes making swift work of getting them off. "Oh my god, I've wanted to do this all day," Jon panted. Their 
mouths only briefly parted for shirts to be pulled over heads. 


Richie broke away, breathing hard, his heated gaze taking in Jon slumped against the back of the door naked 
apart from his collar. Richie grazed his fingers down Jon's jawline dipping down the column of his throat and 


hooked a finger gently into his collar and tugged a little at it. "Here kitty kitty.’ 


Jon groaned with desire, his eyes drooping and his teeth latching onto his bottom lip. Richie felt Jon's fingers 
curl into the flesh on his hips as Jon's penis bounced happily against his. "Oh little Jonny is excited! And so am 
|" Jon's eyes lit up. 


"Come here, you." Richie pulled again on the collar and started walking backward toward the bed, turning Jon 
around and pushing him down gently. Jon moved up further on the bed as Richie turned and searched for the 


remote and the lube in his bag. Richie threw the remote to Jon as he squeezed out a generous amount of the 


gel into to his palm, hissing a little at the coldness as he smoothed it down his length. 

He kneeled between Jon's thighs as he stroked himself, watching Jon lift the remote between them and slowly 
press his thumb against the button. An incoherent noise was forced from Richie's throat as the tip of the 
plug buzzed against his inner walls. He was seeing stars in his vision but he wasn't sure if it was from the 
sensations from the vibe or from seeing Jon so wantonly squirming on the bed before him. 

"Does my naughty kitty want to play?" Richie growled, dropping to his hands and crawling up Jon's body. He 
nosed his way around Jon's belly and nipped at his hipbone, soothing the bite by dragging his bottom lip over it. 
He searched out Jon's nipples, laving his tongue over and around them, suckling them into turgid peaks as Jon 
writhed beneath him. 


"Jesus, Rich," Jon moaned. "l- gah-" 


"A little hot under the collar there, honey?" Richie hooked his fingers into the collar again, feeling Jon's heavy 
swallows against the backs of his fingers. 


"Mmm yeah I'm feeling buzzed at the moment," Jon sighed. "How about you?" 

"The plug is getting a little uncomfortable," Richie murmured against Jon's neck, "Its been a long day." 
"You want me to take it out for you, darlin?" Jon purred. 

"Babe, would you?" Richie lay down on his front and spread his legs. 

"Okay baby," Jon agreed easily. 


Richie gave Jon's neck one more broad lick before grabbing a pillow to rest his head. He held his breath as he 


felt the vibe turn off before Jon slowly and carefully wiggled the plug out. "Thanks, baby." 

He pushed up onto his hands and knees and Jon took the opportunity to slink under Richie and up to the pillow. 
He ran his beard over all of Richie's most delicious parts on his way. "I'm all yours now, darlin." He folded his 
arms behind his head and closed his eyes. 

"Ooh | felt that. Such a naughty kitty," Richie grinned down at Jon, "Now where were we?" He licked his lips 
before nipping Jon's jaw and sucking his earlobe gently into his mouth as he settled down between Jon's legs 
again. 

"What are you gonna do to me, Stud?" Jon eyes sparkled even in the dimming evening light. 


"| get free reign tonight, right?" Richie asked as he brought his head up again to look at Jon. 


"Whatever you want baby," Jon said, running his hands up Richie's gorgeous arms. "Don't forget we have that 


prostate massager also," Jon slyly reminded his lover. 


"Oh | haven't forgotten that one," Richie winked, lowering his lips to Jon's before taking them. "I'm going to make 
love to you so good tonight baby." 


"Gah," Jon melted. "I love it when you talk like that." 
"I know you do." Richie kissed him again as Jon wrapped his arms tightly around his neck. 


They lost themselves in each other as the evening moved into darkness. They were completely exhausted yet 
satisfied as Richie made love to his kitty several times on the bed in their room, each time different than the 
last. They'd fallen asleep as they lay entangled, waking a couple of hours later and deciding to go out to find 
something to eat. They settled on pizza and took it back to the room, eating in bed and watching some inane 


local late late night show before succumbing to sleep not too long after. 


They woke the next morning to a clear day and after hot showers they checked out of the small hotel. Driving 
through the sleepy seaside town, they found a café on the beach and stopped for breakfast. 


They decided to take a half day whale watch cruise, marvelling at how close the mammals came to the boat 


as they popped out of the water to go eyeball to eyeball with the humans. 

"So who's watching who, huh?" Jon chuckled 

On landfall, they climbed back into the car to make their final push toward home. 
"What are you looking forward to the most, Jonny, when we get home?" Richie asked 


"Oh god a shave!" Jon smiled, running his hands over his jaw. "This has been a great disguise but fuck I'll be 


glad to get rid of it 
"Really? | think I'll miss it, especially," Richie chuckled, "when you rub it against my dick, babe." 


On one stop for fuel, Richie took the opportunity to phone ahead to the Stamford Hotel in Brisbane where they 
usually stayed when on tour. He identified himself after asking for the Duty Manager and asked for the best 
suite available at short notice. He had everything booked, including a few surprises, by the time Jon had 
finished filling the car and paying. 


They were about two hours out of Brisbane when Richie roused himself from staring out the window. "Jonny? 


We never really did finish our conversation the other night about the condoms. | think we fell asleep in the 


middle of it" 


"Yeah, we did," Jon smiled at him from the driver's seat. "I'm glad you changed your mind, baby. What brought 
that on?" 


"The night of the attack made me realise how much you mean to me." Richie said softly as he reached for 


Jon's hand and kissed the palm. "I could have lost you that night. And that was on top of that nightmare, too." 
"Oh baby." 


It made me realise that | want to live life without regret. But | do have one. My one regret is that | didn't 


trust your word in the first place." 


"Rich, baby-" Jon started thickly, "I don't hold your original concerns against you one bit. | should have been 


more forthcoming with you, with you all, about your physicals. I'll do that from now on, | promise.” 


"So speaking of regrets; mine is that | didn't tell you about my feelings sooner," Jon said. He interwove his 


fingers with Richie's and gave a little squeeze as he continued. "We could have been like this long ago." 

"Hmm maybe," Richie mused, "but then fate must have planned it like this for a reason. The plane having 
issues when it did? You wanting to get away from the tour right at that moment? Me agreeing to go with 
you? Our lives are in Fate's hands, we can only steer it on a different path so much-" He ended with a shrug. 
I'm more than happy with how it's worked out, arent you?" 

"You know it, baby." Jon smiled. 


"Now we just have to decide if we tell our folks first or the guys," Richie said. 


Jon sighed, falling silent as he thought. "I think our folks should be first. If we can conquer them, everyone else 


will be a piece of cake." 
"Are you nervous about telling people?" Richie asked. 


"A little," Jon admitted, glancing at Richie in the passenger seat. "But when we explain how much we love each 


other, I'm sure they'll be happy for us." 


''m sure they will" Richie gave Jon's hand a reassuring squeeze. "There will always be haters and they'll try 


to label us. | mean, do you consider yourself gay? Coz | sure don't." 


"No, not at all," Jon agreed. "I'm not attracted to other guys, just you babe. | still appreciate women in all their 


glory, but I'll only ever read the menu from now on. I'll always eat at home with you." 


Richie snorted in amusement at Jon's analogy. "Speaking of which, | ordered room service for us tonight when | 


booked a room at the Stamford. Do you remember how to get there?" 


"You booked a room? When did you do that? And yeah," Jon said, "it's only been a week or so, | think | can find 
my way back." 


"Last stop for gas," Richie explained, "I used the payphone. Booked us a suite, room service and a few other 


surprises." 

"Ooh really?" Jon grinned, "Like what?" 

"Babe, they're called surprises for a reason!" Richie chuckled, "I'm not gonna tell you." 

"Such a tease," Jon pouted. 

A short while later they were pulling the litle red car into the valet parking of the Stamford Hotel. The head 
valet had been advised that a special client was arriving and to give them VIP treatment. Jon and Richie 
grabbed their bags and guitar cases before Jon gave over the keys. 

The strode confidently through the lobby, ignoring any stares at their scruffy appearance, and asked for the 
Duty Manager. He came out from behind the counter and greeted Jon and Richie warmly as they'd met in the 
previous fortnight. He took care of the check in details and gave them their room cards and assured them 
that they would be well taken care of. 

"The rental car, can you organise for it to be taken back?" Jon asked. 

‘Of course, not a problem," the manager said. "Do you need a car service to the airport tomorrow? | 
understand your jet will be waiting for you at the private terminal." He looked at Richie for the confirmation on 
that point. 

"That's right." Richie nodded. 


"IIl confirm the departure time with my office tonight and let you know," Jon offered. 


“That's fine," he said. "I'll leave strict instructions for after I've left for the evening. You're in your same suite 


as last time. I'll send up the spa staff for your massages and straight razor shaves." 
"Thanks man," Richie said and shook the manager's hand. "Appreciate your help on such short notice.” 
"Please just call the front desk if you need anything else," he said as he walked them to the elevators. 


As the doors slid shut Jon turned to Richie. "God | could kiss you right now, babe! A shave and a massage 
sounds like heaven" 


Richie nodded to the discreet cameras in the corner of the elevator. "You'll have to wait till we're behind 


closed doors, Jonny.” 


"I know," he pouted, "I'm actually looking forward to having a little luxury back in our lives again" 


The doors opened to a tastefully lit foyer with a door at each end of the hallway. Upon entering the suite they 
both released a sigh of contentment and dropped their bags where they stood and Jon pulled Richie to him, 
laying a firm kiss on his mouth. 


"Hmm | needed that," Jon said softly. 


"Lets put our bags in the bedroom before the spa people come up," Richie suggested. "I'm gonna miss this 
scruff.” He reached up to brush his thumb over Jon's cheek 


"Ugh | won't," Jon grinned and moved to pick up his bag. "I'm gonna hit the shower first, is that okay?" 

"Go ahead," Richie nodded and swatted Jon's ass as he walked away. 

A moment later Richie opened the door to the two masseuses and held it open while they moved the massage 
tables into the suite. They bustled around setting up while Richie went into the bathroom to let Jon know they 


were waiting. Richie jumped into the shower quickly while Jon finished drying and finger combing his hair. 


"l'Il see you out there, babe," he said to Richie as he grabbed the complimentary robe and walked out to the 


living area 


Richie wandered out, his damp hair pulled up in the towel turban-like and was instructed to take the spare 
massage table. Jon was already partially shaved, the straight-edge razor glinting as it was worked over his 
skin. 


"We were trying to move down the coast undetected. Hence the beards," Jon explained, 

"Yes sir." 

Richie wanted to protest the shave again but sighed to himself instead as the brush worked over his whiskers. 
He did admit that it felt a whole lot better once he was clean shaven with the warm towel draped over his 
face. 

The masseuses stepped out of the room as they both disrobed and lay face down, pulling the covers up over 
their naked bodies. For the next two hours their muscles were worked into submission, all the kinks from 
sitting in the car for the day melted away under the talented fingers. Nothing was said about any bites or 


bruises in unusual places. The staff were well paid to hold clientele confidentiality to a premium. 


They were left on the tables to relax and whispered instructions that someone would be by later to collect 


them. The masseuses quietly packed the rest of their equipment and left the suite. 


"Rich?" Jon mumbled. 


"Mmm?" he was too relaxed to even open his mouth but just able to crack an eye open to look at Jon. He 


looked different with a clean untanned face. He let out a little chuckle at the colour difference. 

"Thank you, baby." 

"For what?" 

"This!" 

"My pleasure, baby. You deserve it" He finally made the effort to sit up, stretching hard before finding some 

bottled water in the fridge. He cracked two open and handed one to Jon who had sat up also. Neither of them 

bothered with the towels or robes. No one knew they were here so they weren't worried about being spied on 


with cameras. 


"We have about half an hour before room service will be delivered," Richie said after checking his watch, "You 


should ring Paul and check in. Tell him we're on track for tomorrow's take off" 

"Yeah | guess," Jon frowned. "I guess | gotta start putting that hat back on, huh?" He jumped down off the 
table before disappearing into the bedroom in search of his phone. He reappeared with it stuck against his ear 
and a cigarette hanging out the side of his mouth. 

Richie left him to it as he threw his hair towel in with the pile on the massage tables and went in search of a 
hair brush to work out the tangles in his now dry hair. Just as he was finishing, Jon walked into the bathroom 
with a confused look on his face. 


"What's wrong?" 


"Uh- nothing, | don't think," Jon shrugged slightly, "Paul said there was an unexpected delivery on the jet but 


couldn't tell me what it was. Guess we'll find out tomorrow." 


"Guess so." Richie reached for Jon, holding him close to soothe him. "What time do we have to be at the 


airport?" 

"Around two in the afternoon,’ Jon replied, laying his head on Richie's shoulder. 

"Okay I'll ring down to the front desk for the car service to pick us up around noon," Richie said reaching for 
the phone on the wall, kissing Jon's hair. He left instructions at the desk and also confirmed that room service 
was on its way. 


"We should probably put our robes on, Jonny," Richie said, hanging up the phone. "Dinner is on it's way." 


"What are we going to do tonight baby?" Jon ran his hands up and down Richie's soft smooth face. "Ahh," he 
sighed. 


"Well, | was thinking we could dump some of these clothes so we don't have to take them back as luggage," 
Richie said, deliberately missing the intended answer. 


"That's so romantic, darling." Jon's voice was heavily laced with sarcasm. 


"I thought sol" Richie chuckled, "Especially when we find that double dildo and try it out after dinner," he kissed 
Jon slowly, "in that big soft," another kiss, "comfy bed" Richie stopped and just looked at Jon's clean face. 
"This'll take me a day or so to get used to." 


"What's that?" 


"Kissing you without your beard," Richie smiled. "I might have to try again," and was about to kiss him when 


they heard a knock at the door. 
Richie grabbed his robe on the way to the door and instructed the waiter to set up out on the balcony. 


He'd ordered from the elegant Japanese restaurant downstairs: two appetisers consisting of a Yellow Fin tuna 
marinated in white miso, mirin, rice vinegar and eschallots and a dish of tempura vegetables and prawns and 
two main meals of grain fed Black Angus beef in garlic butter soy and jumbo scallops with creamy miso 


mayonnaise. 
As the table was being set, Richie took Jon's robe to him so that they could eat outside. 


‘Mmm this smells amazing," Jon lifted the lids of the dishes one by one, "Oh you remembered the sake 


mousse, Rich!" 
"Yeah, | knew it was a favourite of yours," he smiled. "I ordered your favourite wine too, do you want a glass?" 
"Oh god yeah," Jon's eyes lit up as he sat at the table. 


The waiter had poured the wine after revealing the first course then left them to their own devices for the 
rest of the evening. They savoured their meal as the night passed. The hustle and bustle of the city compared 
to the quiet of the past weeks was both jarring and comforting. The lights on the Story Bridge and the 


numerous high rise buildings outshone the stars in the sky; a fact that wasn't lost on them either. 


After Richie had moved the dinner cart to the corridor, they moved inside and closed the drapes to the 
outside world, cocooning themselves for the final night of their vacation. They sat snuggled on the couch 
together in the semi-darkness, savouring the relative silence of just being before they headed back into the 


unknown tomorrow. 


"Jonny?" Richie spoke as he played with Jon's fingers. 


"Mmm?" 


"Whatever happens this week," Richie said, concern colouring his voice, "we got this, right? We got each each 
other?" 


"Absolutely, baby!" Jon said, shifting to look at Richie, "I love you no matter what. You're my right hand man, 
my best friend, my lover. You're my smile, my laugh, my heart. You, baby, are my everything. | can't lose you 
now-" Jon sighed, "because l'd lose everything." 


Richie swallowed hard against the emotional lump in his throat, unshed tears starting to burn behind his eyes. 


‘lm not saying it's gonna be smooth sailing but," Jon continued, "it'll be you and me against the problem. Not 


you against me." 


Richie pulled Jon up onto his lap, wrapping his arms around him. "If I've done nothing else right in my life, then 


the one thing | have done right is give you my heart. l'm so glad | convinced you to replace Snake with me." 
"Me too, baby," Jon smiled fondly. 


"Coz | can't imagine you sitting on his lap like this." Richie chuckled, feeling the need to lighten the mood just a 


little as he drew Jon's mouth to his, pouring as much love into his kiss as he could. 

"Eww, | owe you one nightmare now," Jon mumbled, grinning against Richie's mouth. 

They made out on the couch with long lazy kisses, wanting to take forever for the last night of their vacation 
"Let's go to bed, Rich," Jon whispered, his eyes dark with desire. 

"Just give me a few," Richie groaned, gently removing Jon from his lap. "Mother Nature's calling." 

"I told you, you'd eaten too much," Jon said with a chuckle as Richie hot footed it to the bathroom. 


When he emerged a while later, Jon was sitting on the bed, covers pulled back to reveal crisp white sheets, 


going through his bag sorting out his clothes into piles. 
"What are you doing?" Richie asked, stopping beside Jon and kissing his neck. 


"I'm having a romantic evening," Jon laughed. "You were in there forever, so | thought I'd do what you 


suggested." 


"| was in there forever coz | was getting clean for you," Richie shrugged as he flopped on the bed beside a pile 
of shorts and shirts, Jon's hat sitting on top. "So what's this pile then?" 


"That's the leave behind pile," he said simply. "Oh and see | told you I'd find this." He tossed the purple dildo at 
Richie. 


"You can't throw your hat away, babe," Richie said, picking it up and putting it on Jon's head, "It's got too many 


good memories." 
"Is that right?" Jon smiled leaning over to kiss him, "What are they?" 


"Mmm there's been a few," Richie said as his mouth moved over Jon's jaw, "but the mango picking has got to 
be my favourite." He nibbled Jon's newly exposed skin as he moved toward the spot behind Jon's ear that 
would turn him to putty. His fingers trailed down the opening in his robe and pushed it off his shoulders. 


Jon pulled his arms free of the fluffy robe and moved to face Richie. He looped his legs over Richie's almost 
sitting on his lap again as he pushed the open robe from Richie's shoulders also. 


"So tell me why the mango picking is the best memory, Rich," Jon asked. 


I'm not sure really," Richie answered, his hands running up and down Jor's legs, "I mean you looked so fucking 
sexy with your shirt off and all, but it was something deeper, primal almost. You looked so relaxed and happy. 
It- it was almost like | could feel your soul reach out for mine. l- | felt at peace, finally. | dunno if | can explain 


it any better than that" 
"It was perfect, baby," Jon smiled, "You thought | looked sexy like that?" 


"Fuck yeah," Richie exclaimed, "Then when | had you up against that tree, all needy and hard- and the air 
smelling like mango mixed with the scent of- you. | could have died a happy man, right there." 


"You looked pretty good yourself," Jon sighed, "On your knees at my feet, your mouth wrapped around my cock 
as you stroked yourself" Jon's blue eyes had darkened significantly just within the time it took for him to say 
it. 


Richie swiped at the excess clothes, sending them flying to the floor as he was pushed onto his back as Jon 
worried the mole on his neck with his tongue, nipping at his collar bone. He laced his fingers of one hand with 
Jon's, the other brushing the sunkissed blonde tresses away from Jon's face to watch as he moved further 
down Richie's body seeking that spot above his left nipple. 


Richie pressed his head back into the bedding with a hoarse sigh as Jon's hot mouth closed over it and his 
free hand slipped down and wrapped around his cock, stroking gently. 


"God Jonny," Richie moaned. 


Jon drew their interlocked hands to where the dildo lay and disengaged his fingers to place it into Richie's hand. 
He sat back on his heels and smiled at Richie, "| want you to play first, baby," he said, "The lube's in your bag, 


right?" 

"Yeah," Richie breathed, "Side pocket." 

Jon climbed off the bed and found the bottle exactly where he was told he would. "Got it!" he turned with a 
flourish, brandishing it in the air as he jumped back on the bed and applied the gel to one end of the purple 


silicone. 


Richie rubbed that end of the dildo around his cock and balls. The silicone felt different than skin, but still 


amazing. "Ooh!" His head rolled back and his eyes closed 

"You did that with the cucumber too," Jon observed. "You like that, huh?" 
"Yeah," Richie said breathlessly 

"Hl do that with my cock someday" Jon smiled mischievously. 

Richie groaned, "Someday? Why not tonight?" 


‘Oh there's a very good possibility of that," Jon replied with a wicked gleam, "But right now, babe, | want to 
watch you take that dildo in that gorgeous ass of yours." 


"Mmm okay." Richie spread himself wide as Jon knelt between his thighs as Richie worked the dildo into himself 
slowly. "Ahh." There was no pain anymore, just the dull ache of the slight stretch as the head pushed through 


his well-used muscles. 


"Oh baby," Jon sighed resting his head on Richie's bent knee, trailing his fingers up and down his thighs as he 
watched. 


Richie watched Jon as he swallowed heavily and his tongue darted out to wet his lips. Richie's eyes dropped 
closed as he worked himself with the dildo, angling it so that he was hitting his prostate with each thrust. 


He felt rather than saw Jon move around on the bed at his legs before his hand was stilled as Jon took 
control of the dildo. Richie pushed up onto his elbows to watch Jon push the other end into himself. 


It was a surreal feeling as Jon buried it deeply while keeping it in Richie's ass as well. Jon scooted closer to 
Richie, legs criss-crossing each other's as he found the most comfortable position for both of them. 


Richie squirted some lube onto his hand and reached for Jon's penis, stroking them both as Jon's hips started 


to undulate, working the dildo further into both of them. "Ooh! Yes baby," Jon whispered. 


Richie couldn't help himself as he bucked back into the feeling as they found a natural rhythm. "Oh my god! 
That feels ahh- amazing," Richie squeaked. "I love this." He even liked the different way that their thighs and 


legs were touching. 

"Mmm," Jon contributed as he brushed Richie's hand away from his penis. 

As their passion quickly built, they filled the room with soft sighs, moans and gasps. Jon let out a particularly 
loud gasp when they brushed both heads against each other, slippery from their precum and the lube Richie 
had on his hand. 


"Rich," Jon whimpered, "l- | love you- oooooooh!" The last word stretched out as Jon's climax took over 


unexpectedly, thick hot ropes of cum pooling between them on the sheets as his body shook with tremors. 


"Yeah Jonny, just like that," Richie encouraged his lover. "Fuck that looks so hot." It was like watching his own 
personal porno movie, the visual of Jon falling apart right in front of him was the hottest thing ever. 


Richie could feel every movement through the silicone joining them as Jon's body gripped it over and over 
again in his throes. It wasn't long before his vision narrowed as he went freefalling off the edge of the world 
into ecstasy, spilling his seed over his hand and belly. 

"Oh fuck," Richie whined, his teeth clenched so tightly he was unable to make his mouth form any other words. 


"Wow," Jon answered. He flopped all the way back down to the bed and breathed. 


It took awhile before either of them could move but Richie managed to reach between them and gently pull 
the purple silicone free from them both and dropped it on the mattress next to them. He was drained. 


They'd ended up lying in opposite directions across the bed, Jon's head almost buried beneath the covers. 
Richie slowly lifted his head and beckoned to Jon, "C'mon up here, baby. | want to hold you." 


Jon bonelessly moved up the bed, immediately curling into Richie's tight embrace. "Mmm," he purred. 


"| love you too Jonny," Richie whispered into his damp hairline. They held each other tightly as they both tried 


to calm their racing bodies. 


"Well that was intense," Jon said, "but | miss this part." He reached up with shaky fingers and brushed a lock 
of hair from Richie's eyes. "I miss looking into your eyes, baby." 


Richie's heart flipped at Jon's words as they were exactly how he was feeling. "Me too Jonny," he whispered 
before laying a loving kiss on his lips. 


He also missed seeing how Jon's lips became pink, moist and swollen from his kisses so he set about rectifying 
that, not stopping until they were exactly how he liked them. Of course that lead them into a slow dance of 
face to face lovemaking before finally succumbing to sleep still wrapped in each others arms. It was the 


perfect ending for their final night. 


The Final Step Home 
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Richie woke late to find Jon already up and dressed and both of their bags packed. He'd left Richie's favourite 
pair of well worn travel jeans and a t-shirt out for him to wear. Richie could tell Jon was both excited and 


nervous; he got like this, busy, when there was something big about to happen. 


He stretched lazily on the big bed before getting up to take a shower. They'd never cleaned up last night so 


his belly was itchy from the cum. He was rinsing his hair when Jon came in with a cup of coffee. 
"Hey baby," Jon smiled. "I came into to wake you, but you're already up." 


"lam," Richie gurgled from under the water, giving his hair one final rinse before turning the water off. "| was 


itchy!" 


"Yeah me too," Jon chuckled. "Hey breakfast just arrived so don't be too long, okay? I've packed your bag for 


you, too." 


| saw that, thanks. Hey, did you get rid of the batteries and hide all the toys?" Richie asked as he stepped 


from the shower, grabbing a towel and a generous sip of his coffee. 


"Yep, all taken care of. That's the last thing we need going through customs at home," Jon chuckled. "| can see 


the headlines now. ‘Bon Jovi and Sambora have new gig. Smuggling sex toys" 
"We're kinda lucky we don't have to go through the main doors like everyone else, | guess." 


"Its a good thing, right?" Jon smiled, following Richie out to the bedroom. 


Richie slipped on his jeans and socks, not bothering to zip up just yet and foregoing the shirt and shoes until 
the last minute. His stomach rumbled loudly in the quiet of the room. 


Jon just stared at Richie's belly before breaking out with a belly laugh. "Guess you're hungry, huh?" Jon 


grinned, "C'mon on then" 

Jon had ordered a full breakfast for them both; pancakes, bacon and eggs, fresh fruit, and juice and coffee. 
While they were eating, Jon took a call from their pilot to say the flight plan had been approved and they'd be 
ready for take off as scheduled. Jon tried asking about the mysterious delivery but came up empty of any 
explanations. He shrugged it off and started on his breakfast. 

"Hey Jonny?" Richie caught Jon's attention a short while later. He had been thinking in the shower about the 
question he was about to ask. It was making him nervous, sick to his stomach nervous. So much so that he 
was having trouble forcing himself to eat even though he was hungry. 

"Yeah?" 

"Can | ask you something?" 


"Of course." Jon picked up his coffee, sipping it as he waited for Richie to continue. 


"Are you sure about all this Jon? Because this is your last chance," Richie swallowed hard, "to make this a two 


week affair.. but if you'd like to keep it going, so would |. 
"You're crazy, right?" Jon looked aghast. "I thought we'd gone over all of this last night 


Richie watched Jon place his cup back down, very, very deliberately. "I- | just want you to be sure,’ Richie 
tried to smile to soften his words, "I mean this is going to be a big step. For both of us." 


lm sure Rich. I've never been more sure. About anything.” 

Richie could only nod with a tearful smile, his voice refusing to work around the lump that had unexpectedly 
formed in terror at Jon's possible answer. He cleared his throat a couple of times before he could reply. "!- 
I'm glad," he said, "Me neither." 


"Baby, are you okay?" Jon looked concerned. 


"Uh huh," Richie managed, "I am now. Fucking anxiety attack made me doubt your answer, is all. | should have 


known better." 


Jon rose from his seat and climbed onto Richie's lap, wrapping an arm around his neck in a reassuring hug and 
a hand laying over his erratic heart. "You've had a few of those now, haven't you?" Jon crooked a finger under 


Richie's chin forcing their eyes to meet. 


"They've happened for years now," Richie confessed, "but | managed to hide them for the most part." 
"How?" 


"I think you already know how," Richie had the good grace to blush in shame. "Self medication, booze mainly, 
dabbled in a few other things over the years." 


"| had an idea," Jon nodded, "but | didn't know the reason. | want you to promise me something now though?" 


"What's that?" 


"No more self medicating, okay?" Jon said sternly. "If you're having an attack, tell me. So we can work through 


it together, okay?" 

"Okay," Richie nodded. 

"We can have sex instead until it passes." Jon smiled. 

"Um that might be a bit hard to carry off sometimes, but it sounds like a possible solution," he chuckled. 


"We need to talk about this more but," Jon sighed, "we have a plane to catch." He checked his watch. "We have 
about 20 minutes before the car will be downstairs." He started to rise off Richie's lap. 


Richie grabbed Jon's wrist and pulled him back for a hard kiss. "Thank you, Jonny, for understanding.” 


"Oh baby," Jon murmured resting his forehead against Richie's. "Always. We can work through anything 
together, remember?" 


Within 20 minutes they were walking from the elevator and through the foyer, and the Duty Manager from 
yesterday was there to greet them. 


"Gentlemen, | hope you've enjoyed your stay." He asked, "Everything was to your liking?" 


"Man, you did an excellent job for such short notice," Richie genuinely praised him, shaking his hand. 
"Everything was perfect, thanks." 


"Yeah, thanks again" Jon shook his hand in appreciation also, "Just send the bill to the usual people, they'll take 


care of it." 
"Err," the manager flicked Richie a confused look. 


"Dude, | paid it all on my card yesterday," Richie smiled at Jon, "It was my treat, okay?" 


"Oh!" Jon blinked. "Okay. Um, thanks." 
Richie knew he'd hear about that as soon as they were alone. 


"Gentlemen, your car is waiting for you," he smoothed over the obvious confusion. "I do hope you'll revisit us 


again next time you're in town." 


"You know it." Jon shook hands again, handing his bag and guitar case to the driver before climbing into the 
back of the limousine. Richie followed suit and not before long they were travelling the familiar journey out to 


the airstrip designated for private jets. 


"This is like deja vu," Jon commented and rested his head on the back of the seat close to Richie's shoulder. 


The car didn't have a privacy screen so they kept a suitable distance between each other. 


"Right?" Richie replied. He was gearing himself up for the long flight home. He knew he wouldn't be truly 


comfortable until the door closed and they were in the air again. 


The car turned onto the long Airport Drive that had the domestic and the international terminals almost side 
by side with the private airstrip at the very end of the road. They'd both fallen silent on the drive, lost in 
their own thoughts, but as soon as they saw Jovi Air sitting on the tarmac they started to fidget and ready 


themselves to leave the car. 

Jon got out first and greeted their pilot, going over the external of the jet with him and making sure that the 
same problem as last time had been fixed. Richie stood at the bottom of the steps waiting for him as the 
driver unloaded their few bags and guitar cases. They took them into the cabin since it was just the two of 
them flying home. 

"If you'd like to board and take your seats," the pilot said indicating up the steps, "I'll ready her for take off" 


"How is the flight looking?" Jon asked, picking up his bags. 


"Should be a smooth trip and take the usual amount of time," he replied, "We have no scheduled stops. The 
galley has been stocked for you, too." 


"Awesome, thanks man," Richie followed Jon up the steps and into the cabin as the pilot drew up the steps and 


sealed the door shut, his co-pilot coming out to greet them and check on the door seal. 
Jon walked through the galley to the the main cabin area stopping to stow his bag and case in the storage 
locker just inside the doorway. Richie ran into him from behind, since he was making sure he didn't knock any 


equipment out of place. 


"Oof," Richie puffed, "Sorry, babe, | wasn't watching." 


"Sokay," Jon smiled. "You can kiss it better after we take off.” 
"IFI be my pleasure," Richie replied. "I'm sure | can kiss a few other things too since it's such a long flight” 


"Mmm I'm sure you will," Jon grinned, slipping his free arm around Richie from behind, pulling him backward 


down the aisle toward their usual quad seat. 


As they levelled up to the seats, giggling and mucking around like kids, they were greeted with someone sitting 
in the rear-facing seat in their booth. 


"Hello boys," David greeted. He was sitting calmly opposite Jon's usual seat, his arms folded like a Bond villain 


"The lovebirds have finally arrived." 
"Da- David," Jon stuttered. 
"Lema, wh- what are you doing here?" Richie managed to ask. 


"We have a lot to talk about and," David said, and indicated to the seats opposite him, "what a perfect time to 


tell me about your vacation, than while we're flying home." 


"How- when- um, it's good to see you," Jon stammered as he took his normal seat under the cold questioning 


blue eyes opposite him. 

"So many questions," David said, "Where do | start? But first, buckle up boys, we'll be taking off shortly.” 
Richie could feel the tension rolling off Jon in waves as they both fumbled with their seatbelts. He slipped his 
hand into Jon's when they'd finished, giving it a reassuring squeeze, then caught the flick of David's eyes down 
to their clasped hands. 


"Just spit it out already, Lema," Jon spoke first. 


David inclined his head once in acknowledgement and said, "Let me preface this with an ‘I owe you one 


nightmare’ statement first, shall |?" 
Richie rolled his eyes at David's dramatics. 


"The other day when | called to pass on the message from Paul about this flight," David started, "what were 


you Two doing?" 


"Er, playing a game," Richie shrugged, it wasn't too far from the truth and by the sounds of it David knew 


something was up and was taking pleasure in torturing them. 


"Pull the other one, Rich," David scoffed, "it plays Jingle Bells. Give it up you two!" 
The trio fell into an uneasy silence before David rolled his eyes dramatically while he waited for an answer. 
Richie idly wondered if David could see his own brain when his eyes went back that hard. 


"If you're gonna answer the phone while you're fucking, at least have the courtesy to make sure you hang up 


properly!" He was almost yelling by the end "I heard it all, you idiots!" 

Richie and Jon looked at each other sheepishly before bursting into laughter. 

"Ohl" Richie said with a shrug, He looked at Jon then at David. "Um sorry?" 

"What the actual fuck?!" David yelled, "Sorry? You're sorry? Since when did you two become fuck buddies?" 
"Just since this vacation," Jon smiled. "But we're not fuck buddies, Lema’ 


"You're trying to tell me that you haven't fucked each other these last two weeks?" David was starting to 


turn an interesting shade of red in frustration. 
"Oh yeah. We have!" Richie said wickedly, "Many, many times." 
David stared back. "So is this just a fling or are you two seriously together?" 


"We thought about making it a fling, but Jon wants to stay with me." Richie smiled and kissed the back of Jon's 


hand in his, "We both discovered we've had feelings for each other for years." 

"We've talked about it," Jon said. "We love each other and want to see where this goes, for as long as possible." 
David gaped at them like a fish out of water. 

"Lema, dude, close your mouth," Richie chuckled when David did so with a snap of his jaws. 


"My god, the two most hetero guys | know, who have pulled the hottest chicks over the years," David groaned, 
dropping his head into his hands, "have turned gay. How does that even happen?" 


"| don't know if we're gay, we're just not as straight as what we thought we were," Jon explained. "We're not 


attracted to other guys. Just each other." 


‘Listen dude, when the seatbelt sign goes off," Richie started, trying to calm his friend down, "we'll all have a 
drink and Jon and | will explain everything. tll probably take the whole flight” 


As promised they discussed the situation for a good portion of the entire flight. Jon and Richie both explained 


themselves and recounted their adventures, talking themselves hoarse. 


David explained that he arranged, at the last moment, to fly over on Jovi Air. He'd actually stayed at the 
Stamford too, but managed to slip back to the aircraft before Richie and Jon arrived. 


By the time they were about to touchdown the trio had had very little sleep but David had come to grips with 
the fact that his best friends were now a couple. And he supported them in their decision to tell their families 
before anyone else. He did offer some useful advice for when it came time to tell everyone else though, like, 
"Don't leave your phone line open, you idiots!" 


They cleared customs with no issues and with warm farewell hugs, climbed into the waiting cars, David going 
his way, Jon and Richie off to their parents first and foremost. 


"See | told you, baby," Jon said turning to Richie. "We can face anything when it's you and me." 


*The End* 


